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0 triſte plane acerbumque ſunus! O morte ip/a 
mortis tempus indignius ! jam deſtinata erat egre- 
gio juveni, jam electus nuptiarum dies; quod gau- 
dium, quo moerore mutatum eſt * PLN, Epiſt. 


A 2 


FR UL VU &@ U-© 


By a FRIEND. 
Spoken by Mr BooTH. 


1 have you ſeen the Greek and Roman name, 
Aſſiſted by the muſ*, renew their fame: 
IWhile yet unſung thoſe heroes ſleep, from whom 
Greece form'd her Platos, and her Caeſars Rome. 
Such Eg pt, were thy ſons! drvinely great 
In arts, and arms, in wiſdom, and in ſlate : 
Her early monarchs gave ſuch gleries birth, 
Their ruins are the wonders of the earth. 
Structure, ſi vaſi by thoſe great kings de ſign' d, 
Are but faint ſtetehes of their boundl:/s mind: 
Yet ne%er has \\kion's ſcene, tho“ long renown'd, 
With the ſtern tyrants of the Nile been crawn'd, 
The tragic muſe in grandeur ſhou'd excel, 
Her figure blazes, and her numbers ſwell. 
The proudeſt monarch of the proudeſt ge, 
From Egypt comes to tread the Britiſh lage: 
Od Homer's heroes, moderns are, to thoſe 
Ii hom this night's venerable ſcenes diſcleſe. 
Here pomp and ſplenatr ſerve but te prepare ; 
To touch the ſoul is our peculiar care ; | 
By juſt diſireſi ſoft pity to impart, 
Aud mend your nature, while we move your heart ; 
Nor wou'd theſ+ ſcenes in empty ucrds abꝛund, 
Or overlay the ſentiment with ſound. 
When paſſion rages, eloquence? is mean; 
Geſtures and looks Zeſt ſpeak the moving ſcene, 
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Ye ſhining fair ! when tender woes invite 
To picaſing anguiſh and ſevere delight, 
By your affliction you compute your gain, 
And riſe in pleaſure as you riſe in pain. 
If then juſt objects of concern are ſhown, 
And your hearts heave with ſorrows not your own, 
Let not the gen'rous impulſe be withſtood, 
Strive not with nature, bluſh not to be goods 
Sighs only from a noble temper riſe, 
And "tis your virtue ſwells into your eyes, 


Dramatis Perſonac. 


V. 
Bus1R1s, King of Egypt. Mr Elrington. | 
Mr Row, the Prince. Mr Boat h. 
NicaxoR, father of Mandane, Mr Mills. 
MEMXON, Mr Wilks. | 
RAMESES, , Mr Walker. | 
SYPHOCES, e Confpirators. Mr 7Thurmeond. | 
PHERON, |} Mr Williams. | 
AVULETES, a courtier. Mr W. Milli. | 


WOM E N. 


Myis, Queen of Egypt. Mris Thurmond. 
Max DANE. Mris Old/ield. 


SCENE, a Temple at MEN RIS, in 2% Egypt 
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ACT LI SCENE L 


Enter PRERON and SYPHOCES. 
F glorious ſtructures and immortal deeds 
Enlarge the thought, and ſet our ſouls on 


Syph. 


, 
My tangue has been too cold in Egypt's praiſe, 
The queen of nations, and the boaſt of times, 
Mother of ſcience, and the houſe of gods! 
Scarce can I open wide my lab'ring mind- 
To comprehend the vaſt idea, big 
With arts and arms ſo boundleſs in their fame. 
Pher. Thrice happy land! did not her dreadful 
king, * 
Far-fam'd Buſiris, whom the world reveres, 
Lay all his ſhining wonders in diſgrace, 
By cruelty and pride. 
Spb. By pride indeed; 
He calls himſelf the Proud, and glories in it. 
Nor would exchange for Jupiter s Almighty. 
Have we not ſeen him ſhake his ſil ver reins 
Oer harneſs'd monarchs to his chariot yok'd ? 
In fullen majeſty they ſtalk along, 
With eyes of indignation and deſpair, 
While be aloft diſplays his impious ſtate, 
With half their rifled kingdoms o'er his brow, 
Blazing to heav'n in diamond and gold. 
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Pher. Nor leſs the tyrant's cruelty than pride; 
Mis horrid altars ſtream with human blood, 


And piety is murder iu lis hands. [great ſhout. 


Spb. There roſe the voice of twice two hundred 
thouſand, 
And broke the clouds, and clear'd the face of day ; 
The king, who from his temple's iry height, 
With heart dilated, that great work ſurveys, 
Which ſhall proclaim what can be done by man, 
Has ſtruck his purple ſtreamer, and deſcends. 
Pher, Twice ten long years have ſeen that havgh- 
ty pile, 
Which nations with united toil advance, 
Gain on the ſkies, and labour up to heaven. 
Spb. The king—or proſtrate fall, or diſappear. 
[ Excunt, 
Enter Bus1g1s attended. 
Buſ. This antient city, Memphis the renown'd, 
Almoſt coeval with the ſun himſelf, 
And boaſting ſtrength ſcarce ſooner to decay, 
How wanton fits ſhe amid nature's ſmiles; 
Nor from her higheſt turret has to view, 
But golden landſcapes and luxuriant ſcenes ; 
A waſte of wealth, the ſtorehouſe of the world! 
Here, fruitful vales far-ſtretching fly the ſight, 
There, tails unnumber'd whiten all tbe ftream ; 
While from the banks full twenty thouſand cities 
Survey their pride, and ſee their gilded towers 


Float on the waves, and break againſt the ſhare: 


To crown the whole, this riſing pyramid 
[Shews the plan. 


Lepgthens in air, and ends among the ſtars 2 
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While every other object ſhrinks beneath 
Its mighty ſhade, and leſſens to the view, 
As kings compar'd with me. 
Enter AULETES, he falls proſtrate. 
Aul. O live for ever, 
Bu ſiris, firſt of men! 

Buſ. Auletes, riſe. 

Aul Ambaſſadors from various climes arrive, 
To view your wonders, and to greet your fame; 
Each loaden with the pifts his country yields, 
Of which the meaneſt riſe to gold and pearl: 
The rich Arabian fills his ample vaſe 
With ſacred incenſe; Ethiopia ſends 
A thouſand courſers fleeter than the wind ; 

And their black riders darken all the plain : 
Camels and elephants from other realms, 
Bending beneath a weight of luxury, 
Bring the beſt ſeaſons of their-various years, 
And leave their monarchs poor. 
Buſ. What from the Perſian ? 
Aul. He bends before your throne, and far out» 
weighs 
The reſt in tribute, and outſhines in ſtate. 
 Buſ. Away |! he ſees me not; | know his purpoſe; 
A ſpy upon my greatneſs, and uo friend: 
Take his ambaſſador, and ſhew him Egypt, 
In Memphis ſne him various nations met, 
As in a fea, yet not confin'd in ſpace, 
But ſtreaming freely thro' the ſpacious ſtreets, 
Which fend forth millions at each brazen gate, 
Whene'er the trumpet calls ; high overhead 
Vn the broad walls the chariotsbound along, 
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And leave in air thunder of my own : 
Jove too has pour'd the Nile into my hand, 
The prince of rivers, ocean's eldeſt fon : 
Rich of myſelf, I make the fruitful year, 
Nor aſk precarious plenty from the ſy 
Throw all my glories open to his view, 
Then tell him, in return for trifles offer'd, 
I give him this; and when a Perſian arm 
[ Cives him a bow, 
Can thus with vigor its reluctance bend, 
And to the nerve its ſtubborn force ſubdue, 
Then let his maſter think of arms—but bring 
More men than yet e er pour'd into the field; 
Mean time, thank Heav'n, our tideof conqueſt drives 
A different way, and leaves him ſtill a king: 
This to the Perſian I receive the reft, 
And give the world an anſwer. [Exit Buſiris. 
MANDAKE, attended &y prieſis and her virgins, 
is ſeen [acrificing at a diſtance. 
An hymn to Iſis is ſung, the prieſts go out. 
Mandane, attended by her maids, advances. 
Mand. My morning duty to the Gods is over, 
Yet ſtill this terror hangs upon my ſoul, 
And ſaddens every thought ——1 till behold 
The dreadful image; ſtill the threat'ning ſword 
Points at my breaſt, and glitters in mine eye. 
But 'twas a dream, no more. My virgins, leave me. 
And thou great Ruler of the world be preſent! 
O kindly ſhine on this important hour 
Tbis hour determines all my future life, 
And gives it up to miſery or joy. [She advances. 
Theſe lonely walks, this deep and ſolemn gloom, 
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Where neon - day ſuns but glimmer to the view, 
This houſe of tears, and manſion of the dead, 
For ever hides him from the hated light, 
And gives him leave to groan. 
Back ſcene draws, and ſhe us ME MNON leaning 
on his father's tomb, 
Wes ever ſcene 
So mournful ! If, my lord, 'the dead alone 
Be all your care, life is no more a bleſling. 
How cou'd you ſhun me for this.diſmal ſhade, 
And ſeek from love a refuge in deſpair ? 
Mem. Why haſt thou brought thoſe eyes to this 
ſad place, 
Where darkneſs dwells, and grief would ſigh ſecure, 
In welcome horrors, and beloved night ? 
Thy beauties drive the friendly ſhades before them, 
And light up day e en bere. Retire, my love; 
Each joyful moment I wou'd ſhare with thee, 
My virtuous maid, but 1 would mourn alone. 
Mand. What have you found in me ſo mean, tc 
hope 
That while you ſigh, my heart can be at peace? 
Your ſorrows flow from your Mandane's eyes. 
Men. O my Mandane ! 
| Mand. Wherefore turn you from me? 
Have I offended, or are you unkind ? 
Ah me! a fight as ſtrange, as pitiful ! 
From this big heart, o'ercharg'd with gen'reus 
ſorrow, 
See the tide working upward to his eye, 
And ſtealing from him in large ſilent drops, 
Without bis leave can thoſe tears flow in rain? 
Vo r. II. B 
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Mem. Why will you double my diſtreſs, and 
make | 
My grief my crime, by diſcompoſing you 
And yet I can't forbear? alas! my father 
That name excuſes all; what is not due 
To that great name, which life or death can pay ? 
Maud. Speak on, and eaſe your lab'ring breaſt : 
it ſwells, 
And ſinks again, and then it ſwells ſo high, 
It looks as it wou'd break. I know tis big 
With ſomething you would utter. Oft in vain 
I have preſum'd to aſk your mournful ſtory; 
But ever have been anſwer d with a frown. 
Mem. O my Mandane, did my tale concern 
Myſelf alone, it would not ly conceal'd ; 
But tis wrapt up in guilt, in royal puilt, 
And therefore tis unſafe to touch upon it. 
To tell my tale is to blow off the aſhes 
From ſleeping embers, which will riſe in flames 
At the leaſt breath, and ſpread deſtruction round. 
But thou art faithful, and my other ſelf ; 
And, O! my. heart this moment is ſo full, 
It burſts with its complaint; and I muſt ſpeak. 
Myris, the preſent queen, was only ſiſter 
Of great Artaxes, our late royal lord : 
Buſiris, who now reigns, was firſt of males 
In lineal blood, to which this crown deſcends. 
(Not with long circumſtance to load my ſtory) 
Ambitious Myris fir'd his daring foul, 
And turn'd his ſword againſt her brother's life: 
Then mounting to the tyrant's bed and throne, 
Enjoy d her ſhame, and triumph'd in her guilt. 
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Mand. So black a ſtory well might ſhun the day. 
Mem. Ariaxes friends (a virtuous multitude) 
Were ſwept away by baniſhmeat or death, 
In throngs, and ſated the devouring grave. 
My father—Think, Mandane, on your own, 
And pardon me !— [Iieeps.] 
The tyrant took me, then of tender years, 
And rear'd me with his ſon, (a ſon ſince dead.) 
He vainly hop'd, by ſhews of guilty kindneſs, 
To wear away the blackneſs of his crime, 
And reconcile me to my father's fate : 
Hence have l long been forc'd to ſtay my vengeance, 
To ſmooth my brow with ſmiles, and curb my 
tongue, 
While the big woe lyes throbbing at my beart.— 
Enter PHERON at a diſtance. 
Pher So cloſe | ſo loving! here I ſtand unſeen, 
And watch my rival's fate. [fide] 
Mem. But thou, my fair, 
Thou art my peace in tumult, life in death, 
Thou yet can'ſt make me bleſs'd. 
Mand. As how, my lord ? 
Mem, Ah! why wilt thou infult me ? 
Mand. Memnon. 
Mem. Speak. 
Mand. Nature forbids, and when I wou'd begin, 
She ſtifles all my ſpirits, and I faint : 
My heart is breaking, but 1 cannot ſpeak. 
O let me fly. 
Mem. You pierce me to the foul. [ Holding her.] 
Mand. O! ſpare me for a moment till my heart 
Regains its wonted force, and I will ſpeak.—- 
B 2 
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Pheron, you know, is daily urgent with me, 
Breaks thro' reſtraints, and will not be refus'd. 
Pheron /hews a great concern.) 
Yet more; the prince, the young impetuous prince, 
Before his father ſent him forth to war, 
And pave the Mede to his deſtructive ſword, 
Has often taught his tongue a ſilken tale, 
Deſcended from himſelf, and talk'd of love. 
Since laſt I ſaw thee, his licentious paſſion 
Has haunted all my dreams. 
This day the court ſhines forth in all its luſtre, 
To welcome her returning warrior home. 
Alas, the malice of our ſtars ! 
Mem. To place it 
Beyond the power of fate to part our lot es; 
Be this our bridal night, my life !—my foul ! 
[ Embrace. 
Pher. Perdition ſeize them both! and have lov'd 
So long, to catch her in another's arms !— 
Another's arms for ever! O the pang! 
Heart - piercing ſight !——but rage ſhall take its 
turn — 
It ſhall be ſo - and let the crime be his 
Who drives me to the black extremity; 
I fear no fartber hell than that I feel, [Exit] 
Mem. Trembling I grafp thee, and my anxious 
heart 
Is ſtill in doubt if I may call thee mine. 
O bleſs too great! O painful ecſtaſy ! 
I know not what to utter. 
Mand. Ah, my lord ! 
What means this damp that comes athwart my joy, 
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Chaſtiſing thus the lightneſs of my beart ? — 

T have a father, and a father, too, 

Tender as nature ever fram'd——His will 

Should be conſulted. — Should I touch his peace, 

I ſhould be wretched in my Memnon's arins. 
Mem. Talk not of wretchedneſs. 

Mand. Alas! this day 

Firſt pave me birth, and (which is ſtrange to tell) 

The fates e'er ſince, as watching its return, 

Have caught it as it ſiew, and mark'd it deep 

With ſomething great, extremes of good or ill. 
Mem. Why ſhould we bode misfortune to our 

loves ? 

No I receive thee from the gods, in lieu 

Of all that happinels they raviſh'd from me ; 

Fame, freedom, father, all return in thee. 

Had not the gods Mandane to beſtow, 

They never would have pour'd ſuch vengeanceon me; 

They meant me thee, and could not be ſevere. 

Soon as night's favourable ſhades deſcend, 

The holy priett ſhall join our hands tor ever, 

And lite thall prove but one long bridal-day. 

Til) then, in ſcenes of pleaſure loſe thy grief, 

Or it: ike the lute, or (mile among the flow'rs, 

They 1! tweeter ſmell, and fairer bloom for thee. — 

Alas! 'm torn from this dear tender (ide, 

By weighty reaſons and important calls, 

Nay, e'en by love itlelf—1 quit thee now, 

But to delerve thee more. [They embrace. I 
Maud. Your triends are here. [Exit Mand. ] 
Mem. Excellent creature! how my foul pants 

tor thee ! —— 
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But other paſſions now begin their claim; Bi 
Doubt, and diſdain, and ſorrow, and revenge, T 
With mingling tumult tear up all my breaſt :_ 

O how unlike the ſoftneſſes of love ! = 


Enter Sry nocks. 

Syph. Hail, worthy Memnon. 

Mem. Welcome, my Syphoces. 
And much I hope thou bring'(t a bleeding heart, 
A heart that bleeds for other's miſeries, 
Bravely regardleſs of its own, tho' great; 
That firſt of characters. 

Syph. And there's a ſecond, 
Not far behind, to reſcue the diſtreſs'd, 
Or die. 

Mem. Yes, die; and viſit thoſe brave men, 
Who, from the firſt of time, have bath'd their hands 
In tyrants' blood, and graſp'd their honeſt ſwords 
As part of their own being, when the cauſe, 

The public cauſe demanded. O! my friend, 
How long ſhall Zgypt groan in chains? how long 
Shall her ſons fall in heaps without a foe? 
No war, plague, famine, nothing but Buſiris, 

His people's father! and the ſtate's defence ! 

Yet but a remnant of the land ſurvives. 

Spb. What havoc havelſeen? have we not known 

A multitude become a morning's prey, 

When troubled reſt, or a debauch has ſour d 

The monlter's ;emper ? then tis inſtant death; 
Then fall the brave and good, like ripen'd corn 
Before the ſweeping ſcythe, not the poor mercy 
To ſtarve and pine at leiſure in their chains 


„„ 2 >. 


KING of EGYPT. 19 


But what freſh hope, that w- receive your ſummons, 
To meet you here this morning ? 

Mem Know, Syphoces, 
"Twas on this day my warlike father's blood, 
So often laviſh'd in his country's cauſe, 
And greatly fold for conqueſt and renown, 
*T was on this execrable day it flow'd 
On his own pavement, in a peaceful hour, 
Smok'd in the duſt, and waſh'd a rufhan's feet. 
This guilty day returning rouſes all 
My ſmother'd rage, and blows it to a flame. 
Where are our friends ? 

Spb. At hand. Rameſes, 
Laſt night, when gentle reſt o'er nature ſpread 
Her ſtill command, and care alone was waiwung, 
Like a dumb, lonely, diſcontented ghoſt, 
Enter'd my chamber, and approach'd my bed: 
With burſts of paſſion, and a peal of groans, 
He recollects his god-like brother's fate, 
The drunken banquet, and the midnight murder, 
And urges vengeance on the guilty prince. 
Such was the fellneſs of his boiling rage, 
Methought the night grew darker as he frown'd. 

Mem. 1 know he bears the prince moſt deadly hate: 
But this will enter deeper in his ſoul, [ Shews a /etter.] 
And rouze up paſſions, which till now have __ : 
Murder will look like innocence to this, 

Spb. How, Memnon ? 

Mem. This reminds me of thy fate: 
The queen has courted thee with profier'd realms ; 
And fouphy by threats to bend thee to her will; 
dhe langulſhes, ſhe burns, ſhe waſtes away 
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In fruitleſs hopes, and dies upon thy name. 
$yþh. O fatal love! which, ſtung by jealouſy, 
Expell'd a life far dearer than mine own, 
By curſed poiſon — h divine Apame / 
And cou'd the murd'reſs hope the ſhou'd inherit 
This heart. and fill thy place withip theſe arms? } 
But grief (hall yield Revenge, I'm wholly thine. 
Mem The tyrant tov is wanton in his age, 
He ſhews that all his thoughts are not in blood; 
Love claims ite ſhare ; he envies poor Name ſes 
The ſoftneſs of his bed; and thinks melia a 
A miſtreſs worthy of a monarch's arms. | 
Sy But ſce, Rizeſes comes a ſullen gloom 
Scowls on his brow, and marks him thro” the duſk. 
EnterRaMESES,PHERON.and other conſpirat org. 
Mem. To what. my friends, ſhall Memmnon bid 
you welcome ? 
To tombs, and melancholy ſcenes of death? 
I have no coſtly banquets, ſuch as ſpread 
Prince Myror.'s table, when your brother fell. 
[To Ra meſes. }- 
I have no gilded roof, no gay apartment, 
Such as the queen prepar'd for thee, S phoces. 
Yet be not difgontent, my valiant friends, 
Bufiris reigns, and tis not out of ſeaſon 
To look on aught may mind us of our fate: 
His ſword is ever drawn, and furious 17 ri; 
Fhinks the day loſt that is not mark'd with blood, 
Kam. Aud have ue felt a tyrant twenty years, 
Felt bim as the raw wound the burning ſteel, 
And are we murmuriug out our midnight curſes, 
Drying our tears in corners, and complaining ? 
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Our hands are forfeited. Gods! ſtrike them off. 
No hands we need to faſten our own chains, 
Our maſters will do that ; and we want ſouls 
To raiſe them to an uſe more worthy men. 
Mem. Ruffles your temper at offences paſt ? 
Here then, to ſting thee into madneſs. 
[Gives the letter, Rameſes reads.] 
Ram. Oh! 
Syph.See howthe ſtruggling paſſions ſnake his frame: 
Kam. My boſom joy, that crowns my happy bed 
With tender pledges of our mutual love, 
Far dearer than my ſoul! and ſhall my wife, 
The mother of my little innocents, 
Be taken from us! torn from me! from mine 
Who live but on her ſight! and ſhall I hear 
Her cries for ſuccour, and not ruſh upon him? 
My infant hanging at the neck upbraids me, 
And ſtruggles with his little arms to ſave her.— 
Theſe veins have {till ſome gen'rous blood in ſtore, 
The dregs of thoſe rich. ſtreamshis wars have drain'd; 
I'll give't in dowry with her. 
Pher. Well reſolv'd : 
A tardy vengeance ſhares the tyrant's guilt. 
Ram. Let me embrace thee, Pherer,thou art brave, 
And doſt diſdain the coldneſs of delay. 
Curſe on the man that calls Rameſes friend, 
And keeps his temper at a tale like this ; 
When. rage and rancour are the proper virtues, ' 
And loſs of reaſon is the mark of men. 
Mem. Thus I've determin'd; when the midoight 
hour 
Lulls this proud city, and her monarch dreams 
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Of humbled foes, or his new miſtreſs' love, 
Then we will ruſh at once, let looſe the terrors 
Of rage pent in, and ſtruggling twenty years 
To find a vent, and at one dreadful blow, 
Begin and end the war. 
A more auſpicious juncture cou'd not happen. 
The Perſian, who for years has join d our counſels, 
Stirr'd up the love of fieedom, and in private 
Long nurs'd the glorious appetite with gold, 
This morn with tranſport ſaatch'd the wiſh'd occaſion 
Of throwing his reſentment wide, and now 
He frowns in arms, and gives th' event to fate. 
Ram. This hand ſhall drag the tyrant from the 
| throne, 
And ſtab the royal victim on this altar. 
[Pointing to the tomb. 
Mem. O juſtly thought ! friends, caſt your eyes 
around, 
All that moſt awful is, or great in nature; 
This folemn ſcene preſents; the gods are here, 
And here our fam'd forefathers' ſacred tomb; 
Who never brook'd a tyrant in. this land. 
Let us not act beneath the grand aſſembly! 
The lighted altars tremble, and theſe tombs 
Send forth a peal of groans to urge us on. 
Come then, ſurround my father's monument, 
And call his ſhade to witneſs to your vows. 
Ram. Nor his alone. O-all ye mighty dead! 
Illuſtrious ſhades ! who nightly ſtalk around 
The tyrant's couch, and ſhake-his guilty ſoul: 
Whether already you converſe with gods, 
Or ſtray below in melancholy glooms, 


F 
C 
T 
1 
B 


l cf 


8 Mt lad Ao ew. — 


KING ef EGYPT. 23 


From earth, from air, from heaven, and even hell, 
Come, I conjure you by the pris'ner's chain, 
The widow's ſighing, and the orphan's tears, 
The virgin's ſhrieks, the hero's ſpouting veins, 
By gods blaſphem'd, and free-born men enſlav'd. 
Mem. Hear, Jope, and you mult injur'd heroes, 
hear, 
While we o'er this thrice-hallow*'d monument 
Thus join our hands, and kneeling to the gods, 
Faſt bind our ſouls to great revenge ! 
All. We (wear —— 


Mem. This night the tyrant and his minions bleed. 
Pher. So now my foe is taken in the toil, 
And I've a ſecond caſt for this proud maid—— 
It is an oath well ſpent, a perjury 
Of good account in vengeance and in love. [ Aſide. ] 
Mem. We wrong the mighty dead, if we permit 
Our eyes alone to count this grand aſſembly: 
A thouſand unſeen heroes walk among us; 
My tather riſes from his tomb, his wounds 
Blecd all afreſh, and conſecrate the day; 
He waves his arm, and chides our tardy vengeance; 
Moe than this world ſhall thank us. O my friends} 
Such our condition we have nought to loſe, 
And great may be our gain, if this be great, 
To cruſh a tyrant, and preſerie a ſtate ; 
To ſtill the clamours of our father's blood, 
To fix the baſis of the public good, 
To leave a fame eternal, then to ſoar, 
Mix with the gods, and bid the world adore. 
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AST SCENE 1. 


SCENE, The Palace. 


1 magnificent throne diſcovzr'd, and ſrorral crur- 
tiers walking to and fro. 


Enter Sv hocks and RAMESES. Shouts at a diſtance. 


Ram. Hat means this duſt and tumult in the 
court, 

Theſe ſtreamers fooling in the wind, theſe ſhouts, 

The tyrant blazing in full inſolence, 

And all his gaudy courtiers baſking round him, 

Like pois'nous vermin in a dog-day ſun ? 

Sh. Your father and prince Myron are arriv d, 
And with one peal of joy the nation rings. 

Ram. Long has my father ſerv'd this tyrant king, 
With zeal well worthy of a better cauſe; 

Tho' with his helm he hides a hoary brow, 
Long vers'd in death, the father of the field; 

At the ſhrill trumpet he throws off the weight 
Of fourſcore years, and ſprings upon the foe. 
The tranſport danger gives him conquers nature, 
And a ſhort youth buils up within his veins. 

Syph. Behold this way they paſs to meet the king. 
Myron and Nicanok paſs the ſlage with atteu- 
dants. 

Ram. What pity tis that one, ſo loſt in guilt, 
Should thus engage = ſight with manly.charms, 
Ard make vice lovely ? [ Looking en Myron 

Spb. Pardon me, Kame/es : 
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Tho' to my foe, I muſt be ever juſt, 
He's generous. grateful, affable, and brave: 
But then he knows no limits to his paſſion; 
The tempeſt-beaten bark is not ſo toſs'd 
As is his reaſon, when thoſe winds ariſe: 
And tho? he draws a fatal ſword in battle, 
And kindles in the warm purſuit of fame, 
Pleaſure ſubdues him quite ; the ſparkling eye 
And pen'rous bowl bear down his graver mind, 
While fiery ſpirits dance along his veins, 
And keep a conſtant revel in his heart. 
Ram. But here the tyrant comes !—with what 
excels 
Of idle pride will he receive ls ſon ! 
How with big words will he ſwell out his conqueſt, 
And into grandeur puff his little tales! 
Enter Kix o, and aſcends the throne; onthe other ſide, 
Enter MyRoN and Nicaxos. 
King. Welcome my ſon. great partner of my fame, 
I thank thee for th' increaſe of my dominions, 
That now more mountains riſe.gnore rivers flow, 
And more ſtars ſhine in my ſtiil growing empire. 
The ſun himſelf ſurveys it not at once, 
But travels for the view, whilſt far disjoin'd 
My ſubjects live unheard-of by each other; 
Theſe wrapp'd in ſhades, while thoſe enjoy the light; 
Their day is various, but their king the ſame 
Myr. Here, Sir, your thanks are due; to this old 
arm, | 
Whoſe nerves not threeſcore winter-camps unbend, 
You owe your victory, and I my life. 
When my fierce courſer, with a javelin ſtung, 
Vo I. II. GC | 
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Firſt rear'd in air, then tearing with a bound 

The trembling earth, plung'd deep amidſt the foe; 

And now a thouſand deaths from ev'ry ſide 

Had but one mark, and on my buckler rung; 

Through the throng'd legions like a tempeſt ruſh'd 

This friend, o'er gaſping heroes, rolling ſteeds, 

And ſnatch'd me from my fate. 
Buſ. 1 thank thee, general, 

Thou haſt a heart that ſwells with loyalty, 

And throws off the infection of theſe times; 

But thy degenerate boy 
Nic. No more my ſon, 

I cut him off, my guilt, my puniſhment. 

Look not, dread Sir, on me through his offence ; 

O let not that diſcolour all my ſervice, 

And ruin thoſe who blame bim for his crimes! 
Bu/. Old man, I will not wear the crown in vain; 

Subjects ſhall work my will, or feel my pow'r, 

Their diſobedience ſhall not be my guilt; 

Who is their welfare, glory, and defence ? 

The land that yields them food, and ev'ry ſtream 

That lakes their thirtt, the air they breathe is mine, 

And is concurrence to their own enjoyment, 

By due ſubmiſſion, a too great return ? 

Death and deſtruction are within my call 

But thou ſhalt flowrifh in thy maſter's ſmile. 

A faithful miniſter adorns my crown, 

And throws a brighter glory round my brow. 
Nic. Take but one more, one ſmali one to your 

favour, 
And then my ſoul's at peace—I have a daughter, 
An only daughter, vow an only child, 
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Since her loſt brother's folly ; ſhe deſcrves 

The moſt a father can for ſo much goodneſs: 

Her mother's dead and we are left alone, 

We two are the whole houſe, nor are'we two, 

In her I live, the comfort of my age; 

And if the king extend his grace ſo far, 

And take that tender bloſſom into ſhelter, 

Then have | all my monarch can beſtow, 

Or Heav'n itſelf ; but this, that I may wear 

My life's poor remnant out in your command, 

Stretch forth my being to the lalt in duty, 

And, when the fates ſhall ſummon, die for yon. 
Buſ. Nicanor, know, thy daughter is our care. 
Myr. O Sir, be greatly kind, exert your pow'r, 

And with the monarch furniſh out the friend 

Art thou not be, that gallant-mindedchief, [Io Nic. 

Who wou'd not ſtooꝑ to give me leſs than life? 

And ſhall I prove ungrateful ? ſhocking thought! 

He that's ungrateful has no guilt but one, 

All other crimes may paſs for virtues in him. 

Nic. What joy my daughter's promis'd welfare 
gives me, 

My lips I need not open to diſcover 

Thus hu nbly let me thank you. 
Ba Dry thy tears, 

And follow us; thy daughter's near our queen, 

And longs, no doubt, to ſee thee; bleſs the maid, 

And then attend us on affairs of ſtate. 

I hear there's treaſon near us; though the ſlaves 

Fall off from their obedience, and deny 

That m their monarch, I'm Buffris (till. 
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Collected in myſelf [11 ſtand alone, 
And hurl my thunder, tho' | ſhake my throne: 
Like death, a ſolitary king Il reign 
O'er ſilent ſubjects, and a deſart plain; 
Exe brook their pride, I' ſpread a genꝰral doom, 
Andev'ry ſtep thall be from tomb to tomb [ Exit.J 
[Myr and Aul. who talk'd afide, advance. 
Myr. Hei abſent beauties glow'd upon my mind, 
And ſparkled in each thought She never left me 
Wou'dſt thou believe it? in the field of battle, 
In the mid terror, and the flame of fight, 
Mandan: thou haſt ſtoln away my ſoul, 
And left my fame in danger. — My rais'd arm 
Has hung in air, forgetful to deſcend, 
And for a moment ſpar'd the proſtrate foe— 
O that ber birth roſe equal to my own! 
Then might I wed with honour, and enjoy 
A lawful bliſ— and why not vow ? methinks 
Abſence has plac d her in a fairer light, 
Enrich'd the maid, and beig:.ten'd every charm, 
Aul. She comes. 
Myr. That modeſt grace ſubdu'd my ſoul, 
That chaſtity of look, which ſeems to hang 
A veil of pureſt light o'er all her beauties, 
And by forbidding moſt inflames deſire. 
Euter MANDANE. 
What tender force! what dignity divine! 
What virtue conſecrating ev'ry feature 
Around that neck what drofs are gold and pearł! 
Mandane ! powerful being, whoſe firſt fight 
Gives me a tranſport not to be expreſs d; 
And with one moment over-pays a year 
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Of danger, toil, and death, and abſence from thee. 
Mand. My lord, I ſought my father. 
Myr. Leave me not 
I've much to ſay, much more than you conceive; . 
Yes, by the gods, much more than I can utter. 
My breath is ſnatch'd, I tremble, I expire. [ {id ] 
Nay, here I'll offer tender violence— 
[Takes her band.] 
May I not breathe my ſoul upon this hand? 
When your eyes triumph, and inſult my pain, 
Permit me here to take a ſmall revenge. 
Mand. My lord, I am not conſcious of my fault. 
Myr.” Tis falſe—1 know the language of thoſe eyes, 
They uſe me ill —ſee my heart beat, Mandane; 
Believe not me, but tell yourſelf my paſſion — 
Is it in art to counterfeit within ? 
To drive the ſpirits and inflame the blood? 
Each nerve is pierc'd with lightning from your eye, 
And every pulſe is in the throbs of love. 
Mand My lord, my duty calls; I muſt not ſtay» 
Myr. Give me a moment: I bave that to ſpeak 
Will burſt me if ſuppreſs d-) heavenly maid! 
Thy charms are doubled, ſo is thy diſdain — 
Whois it? tell me who enjoys thy ſmile: 
There is a happy man, I (wear there is; 
T'know it by your coldneſs to your friend 
That thought has fix da ſcorpion on my heart, 
That itings to death and is it poſlible 
Joa ever {poke of Myron in his abſence, 
Or caft it leiſure a light thought that way ? 
Mazd. Ituought of you, my lord, a»d of my father, 
And pray d tor your ſucceſs; nor muſt I now 
| C 3 
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Neglect to gire him joy. 

Mr. Yet ſtay; you ſhall not go - ungrateful 

woman! 
I wou'd nat wrong your father; but by Heav'n 
His love is hatred if compar'd with mine. 
I underſtand whence this unkindneſs flows; 
Your heart reſents ſome licence of my youth, 
When love had touch'd my brain. You may forgive 
Me, 
Becauſe I never ſhall forgive myſelf; 
zut that you live, I'd ruſh upon my ſword. 

If you forgive me, I ſhall now approach, 
Not as a lover only, but a wretch 
Redeem'd from baſeneſs to the ways of honour, 
And to my paſſion join my gratitude: 
Each time I kneel before you, I ſhall riſe 
As weil a better as a bappier man, 
Indebted to your virtue and your love. 

and. I muſt not hear you. 

Myr. O torment me not! 
Hear me you muſt, and more Your father's valour, 
In the late battle, reſcu'd me from death: 
And how ſhall I be grateful! tbou'rt a princeſs. 
Tbink not. Mandane, this a ſudden ſtart, 
A flaſh of love, that kindles and expires: 
Long have I weigh'd it, fince I parted hence ; 
No night has paſs'd, but this has broke my reſt, 
And mix'd with ev'ry dream. My fair, I wed thee 
In the matureſt counſel of my foul. 

Mard. O gods! I tremble at the 1ifing ſtorm; 
Where can this end! [ fide. J 
Mr. And co you then deſpiſe me! 
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Mand. My lord, I want the courage to accept 
What far tranſcends my merit, and for ever 
Muſt filently upbraid my little worth. | 

Myr Have I forſook myſelf, forgone my temper 
Headlong to all the gay delights of youth, 
And tall'n in love with virtue moſt ſevere? 
Turn'd ſuperſtitious to make thee my friend ? 
Gods have I ſtruggl'd thro* the pow'rful reaſons 
That ſtrongly combated my fond reſolves ? 
Was wealth o'erlook'd, and glory of no weight, 
My parent's crown forgot, and my own conqueſts, 
And all to be refus d? to ſoothe your pride, 
And make my rival ſport ? 

Maud. With patience hear me [Kneels ] 
Nor let my truſt in /yr07 prove my ruin. 

Myr. Diſtraction! art thou marry'd ? 

Mand. Oh ! 

Myr. My beart foretold it.— Ah my foul! Auletes. 


LS s. J 
ul, Madam, tis prudent in you to withdraw. 


LY xit Mandane. ] 
Mr. 1 do not live.—I cannot bear the light 
Where is Mandane? but | wou'd not know. 
She is not mine.—Yet tho' not mine in love, 
Revenge, my juſt revenge may overtake her, 
O how I hate her! let me know her taults: 
Did the proud maid inſult me in diſtreſs, 
And ſmile to ſee me gaſping ? Speak, Auletes, 
Did ſhe not ſigh ? ſure ſhe miꝑlit pity me, 
Though all her love is now another's right. 
Aul. She ſigb'd and wept ; but I remov'd her 
from you. 
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Myr. It was well done. Vet I could gaze for 


ever. 

And did ſhe figh ? and did ſhe drop a tear ? 
The tears ſhe ſhed for me are ſurely mine ; 
And ſhall another dry them on thoſe cheeks, 
And make them an excuſe for greater fondneſs ? 
Shall I aſſiſt the villain in his joys ? 
No, I will tear her from him. — 
I'd grudge her beauties to the gods that gave them. 

An My lord, have temper. 

Mir. And another's paſſion 
Warm on that lip! another's burning arms 
Strain'd round the lovely waift tor which 1 die, 
And ſhe conſenting, wooing, growing to him ! 
What golden ſcenes, when abient. did 1 feign ? 
What lovely pictures did 1 draw in air! 
What luxury of thought! and fee my fate! 
Shall then my Qlave enjoy her? and 1 languiſh 
Amy triumphal car, my foot on purple, 
And o'er my head a canopy of gold, 
Fate in my nod, and monarchs in my train! 
What if 1 ſtab him? No.—She will not wed 
His murderer, I never form'd a wiſh, 
But full fruition taught me to forget it. 
And am I leſſen d by my late ſucces ? 
And have I loſt my conqueſt ? Fly, Auleten, 
And tell ber 

Aul. What, my loid ? 
Myr. No, bid — 
Aul. Speak. 
Myr. I know not what— My beart is torn aſunder. 
Aul. Retire my lord, and recompole yourſelf, 
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The queen approaches.— Ha her boſom ſwells, 
LV xit Myron.} 
Her pale lip trembles, a diſorder'd haſte 
Is in ber ſteps ; her eyes ſhoot gloomy fire. 
When Myris is in anger, happy they 
She calls her friends. 
Enter Qyr EN. 

Queen. Auletes, where's the king ? 

Aul. At council, madam 

Queen. Let him know I want him. [Exit Aul J 
Baſe! to forget to whom he owes a crown! 
Fool ! to provoke her rage whoſe band is red 
In her own brother's blood! 

Enter Kix and PHERON. 

K:ng. Horrid conſpiracy ! 

Pher. This night was delitin'd for the bloody deed. 

King. Miſtaken villains! if they wiſh my death, 
They ſhould in prudence lay their weapons by. 
So jealous are the gods of £g ypt's glory, 
I cannot die whilſt ſlaves are arm'd againſt me. 
Haſte, Pheron, to the dungeon, plunge them down 
Far from the hopes of day, there let them ly; 
Baniſn'd this world, while yet alive, and groan 
la darkneſs and in horror. —Let double chains 
Conſume the fleſh of Memnon's loaded limbs, 
Till death ſhall knock them off. —A king's thy 

friend; 
Nay more, Buſiris.— Go, let that ſuffice — 
[Exit Pheron.) 

Queen. My lord, your thought's engag d. 

King. Affairs of ſtate 
Detain'd me from my queen. 
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Queen. The world may wait : 
I've a requeſt, my lord. 
King Oblige me with it. 
Queen. Will you comply ? 
King. My queen, my pow'r is yours. 
Queen. Your queen ? 
King My queen. 
Queen. Indeed it ſhould be ſo. 
Then fign theſe orders for Amelia s death 
He ſtarts, turns pale, he's ſinking into earth. 
Enough ; begone, and fling thee at her feet ; 
Doat on my fla e. and foe to her for mercy. 
Go, pour forth all the folly of thy foul ; 
But bear in mind thou giv'ſt not of thy own. 
Thou gpiv'ſt that kindoefs which I bought with 
blood, 
Nor ſhall I loſe unmerv'd: 
King. 1 wiſh, my queen, 
This itill had ſlept a ſecret for thy ſake: 
But ſince thy reſtleſs jealouſy of foul 
Has been fo tudious of its own diſquiet, 
Support it as you may. I own I've felt 
Amelia's charms, and think them worth my love. 
Queen. And dar'.thou. bravely own it too? O 
inſult 
Forgetful man! tis I then owe a crown! 
Thou hadſt ſtill grovell'd in the lower world, 
And view'd a throne at diſtance, had not I 
Told thee thou waſt a man, and (dreadful thaught !) 
Through my own brother, cut thy way to empire: 
But thou might'ſt well forget a crown beſtow d, 
That gift was ſmall. I liſten'd to thy ſighs, 


And rais'd thee to my bed. 
King. I thank you for it. 
The vifts you made me were not caſt away; 
I underſtand their worth ; huſb nd and king 
Are names of no mean import, they riſe aigh 
Into dominion, and are big wi” + pow'r.-—— 
Whate'er | was, I now am king of Eg ypr, 
And Myris lord. 
ucen I dream; art thou Buſiris ? 
Buſiris, that has trembled at my feet, 
And art thou now my Jove, with clouded brow, 
Dilpenſing fate, and looking dowu on Myris ? 
Dot hou derive thy ſpirit from thy crimes ? 
Cauſe thou haſt wrong'd me, theref re doſt thou 
threaten, 
And roll thine eyes in anger? rather bend 
And ſue for pardon, O deteſtable! 
Burn for a ſtranger's bed ! —— 
King. And what was mine, 
When Myris fi: ſt vouchſif d to ſmile on me? 
Queen. Diſtraction! death! upbraided for my 
love ! — 
Thou art. not only criminal, but baſe. 
Mine was a godlike guilt, ambition in it, 
Its foot in hell, its head above the clouds; 
For know | hated when I moſt careſe d: 
'T was not Bzſiris, but the crown that charm'd me, 
And lent its ſparkling glories to my heart; 
But thou cant ſoil thy diadem with Nlaves. 
King. Syphoces is a king then. 
Queen. Ha! 
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King. Let fair Amelia know the king attends 
ber. [Fit] 

Queen. Go, tyrant go, and wiſely by thy ſhame 

Prepare thy way to ruin. III oertake thee, 

Living or dead; if dead, wy ghoit ſhall riſe, 

Shriek in thine ears, and ſtalk be for thine eyes: 

In death I'll triumph o'er my rival's charms, 

And chill thy blood, when claſp'd within ber 
arms : 

Alone to ſuffer is beneath the great; 

Tyrant, thy torments ſhall ſupport my ſtate. 

[Exit.] 


ACT I SCENE I. 
SCENE, The General's houſe. 


Enter the KinG. 

King. Ere dwells my ſtubborn fair: I'll ſoothe 
H her pride, 

And lay an humbled monarch at her feet. 

But let her well conſider if ſhe's flow 

To welcome bliſs and dead to glory's charms, 

Then my reſent nent riſes in proportion 

To this high grace extended to my ſlave, 

And turns the force of her own charms againſt 
her : | 

Monarchs may court, but cannot be deny d. 

Enter th: QUEEN. veiled. 

Amelia, dry thy tears, aud lay aſide 

That melancholy veil, Ha, Myris? 

Queen. Myris, 


KING of EGYPT. 37 


A name that ſhould like thunder ſtrike thine ear, 
And make thee tremble in this guilty place : 
But wherefure doſt thou think I meet thee here? 
Not with mean fighs and deprecating tears 
To humble me before thee, and increaſe 
The number of thy flaves, in hope to break 
Thy relolution, and avert thy crime ; 
But to denounce, if thou ſhait dare perſiſt, 
The vengeance due to injur'd Heav'n and me : 
And by this warning double thy offence : 
Think, think ot vengeance, tis the only joy 
Which thou haſt left me; I'm no more thy wife, 
Nor queen; but know | am a woman ſtill, 
Enter AULETES, 
ul. May all the gods watch o'er your life and 
empire, | 

And render omens vain ! fo fierce the ſtorm, 
Old Memphis from her deep foundations ſhakes, 
And ſuch unheard-of prodigies hang o'er us, 
As make the boldeſt tremble : fee the moon 
Robb'd of her light, diſcolour'd, without form, 
Appears a bloody fign, hung out by eve, 
To ſpeak peace broken with the ſons of men : 
The Nile, as frighted, ſhrinks within its banks; 
And as this hour I paſs'd great I/ temple, 
A ſudden flood of lightning ruſh'd upon it, ' 
And laid the ſhrine in aſhes. 

King. O mighty Ifir ! 
Why all theie ſigns in nature? why this tumult 
To tel me 1 am guilty ? if my crown 
The fates demand, why let them take it back. 
My crown indeed I may reſign ; but, oh !* 
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Who can awake the dead. TY 
"Tis hence theſe ſpectres ſhock my midnig oughts, 
And natwe's laws are broke to diſcomphſ me; 
'Tis I that whirl theſe hurricanes in air, 2, 
And ſhake the earth's foundations with my guilt. 
O Mjris, give me back my innocence ! 

Queen. I bought it with an OP 

King. Cheaply ſold 
Why didſt thou urge my lifted arm to. friks 
The pious king when my own heart recoil'd ? 

Queen. Why did you yieid when urg d, and by 

a woman, 
You that are vain of your ſuperior na, 
And ſwell with the prerogative of man ? 
If you ſucceed, our counſel is of nought, 
You own it, not accepted, though enjoy'd ; 
But ſteal the glory, and deny the favour : 
Yet if a fatal conſequence attend, 
Then we'rethe authors; then your treach'rous praiſe 
Allows us ſenſe enough to be condemn'd. 

King. Tis prudent to diſſemble with her fury, 
And wait a ſofter ſeaſon for my love. [ Aſide.] 
Bid Iſis' prieſts attend their king's devotions, 

I'll ſoothe with ſacrifice the angry pow'rs ; 
Swift to my dungeons, bid their darkſome wombs 
Give up the numerous captives of my wars, 

Ten thouſand lives to Heav'n devoutly pour, 
Nor let the ſacred knife grow cool trom blood, 

Till ſeven-fold Nile, infected with the ſtain, 

In all his ſtreams flows purple to the main. [ Exit. ] 

Queen. Thin artifice | I know the ſacriſice 
You moſt intend —— But I will daſh your joys; 
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Thou victim, and thy goddeſs both ſhall feel me. 

Aul. Madam, the prince. 

Nuecen. And is he (till a flited ? 

Aul lt grieves your faithful ſervant to relate it; 
He ſtruggles manfully but all in vain : 
Sometimes be calls in muſic to his aid, 

He ſtrives with martial ſtrains to fie his blood, 
And rouze his ſoul to batt e. 
Then he 1e!apſes into love again, 

Feeds the dileaſe, and doats upon his ruin. 

Qucen. Why ſecks he here the caule of all his 

ſorrows ? 

Au He ſeeks ret here Mandane, but her father; 
For friendſhip is the balm of all our cares, 

Melts in the wound, and ſoftens ev'ry fate. 
[ Martial muſic. ] 
Enter MyRoN at a diſtance. 
Queen. Heav'ns! what a glory blazes from his 
eye? 
What force, what majeſty in ev ry motion, 
As at each ſtep be trod upon a foe ! | 
Mr. O that this ardor wou'd for ever laſt ! 
It ſhall ; nor will I curſe my being more; 
Chain'd kings, and conquer'd kingdoms are before 
me; 
Fl bend the bow, and launch the whiſtling ſpear, 
Bound o'er the mountains, plunge into the ſtream, 
Where thickeſt faulchions gleam, and helmets blaze; 
Fil number my own heart among my foes, 
And conquer it, or die. a 11 

Queen. The thoughts of war 

Will ſoon diſlodge the fair one from his bra 
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But this has broken in on my intent 
1 wou'd remind thee of my late commands. 

Aul. Madam, 'tis needleſs to remind your ſlave 
At dead of night I ſet the pris'ners free. 

Queen. Yes, (et the pris'ners free—'tis great re- 

venge, 
Such as my ſoul pants after. It becomes me. 
O it will gall the tyrant, ſtab him home, 
And if one ſpark of gratitude ſurvives, 
Soften Syphoces to my fond deſire. 

The tyrant's torment is my only joy; 

Ye gods! or let me periſh, or deſtroy, 

Or rather both; for what | as life to boaſt 

When vice is taſteleſs grown, and virtue loſt ? 

Glory and wealth I cail upon in vain, 

Nor wealth, nor glory can appeaſe my pain ; 

My every joy upbraids me with my guilt, 

And triumphs tell me ſacred blood is ſpilt. 

[Exit Queen.] 
Enter Myron. 

Mr. The ſhining images of war are fled, 
The fainting*trumpets languiſk in mine ear, 
The banners furl'd, and all the fprightly blaze 
Of burniſh'd armour, like the ſetting ſun, 
Inſenfibly is vaniſh'd from my thought: 

No battle, ſiege, or ſtorm ſuſtain my ſoul 

In wonted grandeur, and fill out my breaſt : 
But ſoftneſs ſteals upon me, melting down. 
My rugged heart in languiſhments and ſigha, 
And pours it out at my Mandane s feet — 

I ſee her een this moment ſtand before me, 
Too fair for ſight, and fatal to bebold. 
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I have her here, I claſp her in my arms; 

And in the madnels of exceſſive love 

Sigh out my heart, and bleed with tenderneſs, 
Al. My lord, too much you cheriſh this deluſion ; 

She is another's. 

Myr Uo not tell me fo. 

Say rather ſhe is dead: each heav'oly charm 

Turn'd into horror! O the pain of pains 

Is when the fair one, whom our foul is fond of, 

Gives tranſyort, and receives it from another! 

How d es my ſoul burn up with ſtrong deſire, 

Now ſhriak into itſelt ! now blaze again! 

I'll tear and rend the itrings that tie me to her: 

If I ſtay longer here, I am undone. 

be is going. enter NICANOR. 
Nic, My prince, (and ſince ſuch honours you 
vouchſate) 

My friend, I have prefum'd upon your favour; 

This is my daughter's birth-day, and this night 

I dedicate to joys which ever languiſh, 

If you retuſe to crown them with your preſence. 
Myr Nicanor, | was warm on other thoughts 
Nic. I am (till near you in the day of danger, 

In toillome marches and the bloody fi-1d, 

When nations againſt nations clath in arms, 

And half a people in one groan expire; 

Why am l, with your helmet, thrown aſide, 

Caſt off, and ulcleſs in the hour of peace? 

Mr. Since then you prefsit I nuit be your gueſt 

Methinks I labour as J onward move, 

As under check ot ſome controuling pow'r. [ .4ſide.] 

What can this mean ? wine may relieve my thoughts, 
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And mirth and converſe lift my foul again. [ Exeunt.] 
The back ſcene draws, and ſhews a banquet. 
Enter MaxDANE, richly dre/ſs'd. 

Mand. It was this day that gave me life, this day 
Shou'd give much more, ſhou'd give me Memmnon too: 
But I am rival'd by his chains, they claſp 
The hero round, (a cold, unkind embrace!) 

And but an earneſt of far worſe to come. 

While be my foul, in dungeon-darkneſs clos'd, 

Breathes damp unwholſome ſte ims, and lives on 

poiſon, 

] am compell'd to ſuffer ornaments, 

To wear the rainbow, and to blaze in gems; 

To put on all the ſhining guilt of dreſs, 

W hen 'tis almoſt a crime that I ſtill live: 

"Thele eyes, which can't difſernble, pouring forth 

The dreadful truth, are honeſt to my heart. 

Theſe robes, O Memncn! are Mandane's chains, 

And load, and gall, and wring her bleeding heart. 
[Exit Mandane ] 

Enter MyRON, N1CAXOR, AULETES, cc. They 

take their places. 

Nic. Sound louder, found, and waft my wiſh to 

heav'n. 

Hear me, ye righteous gods, and grant my pray'r: 
For ever ſhine propitious on my daugliter, 
Protect her, proſper her, and, when I'm dead, 
Still bleſs me in Mandane's happinels.—— 

[The bowl! goes round. Miu ſic. J 
Haſte, call my daughter; none can taſte of joy, 
Till the, the miſtreis of the feait, is with us. 

4 ſervant brings Nicanor à letter; be reads it. 
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The king's commands at any hour are welcome, 
Myr. Not leave us, general! 
Nic. Ha! the king here writes me, 
The diſcontented populace, that held 
O'er midnight bowls their deſperate cabal, 
Are now in bold defiance to his power, 
Amid the terrors of this itormy night, 
Ev'n now they deluge all yon weſtern vale, 
And forrh a war impatient for the day. 
The ſpreading poiſon too has caught his troops, 
And the revoltiag ſoldiers ſtand in arms 
Mix d with ſeditious citizens. 
Myr. Your call is great. 
Enter Man DAN E. Myron ſtarts from his ſeat 
in diſorder. 
Mand. O Memnon ! how ſhall I become a ban- 
quet, 
Suppreſs my ſorrow, and comply with joy? 
Severelt fate! am I deny'd to prieve ? CAlide.] 
Nic. Be comforted, my child, I'll ſoon return. 
Why doſt thou make me bluſh? 1 feel my tears 
Run trickling down my cheek. 

Myr. I inuſt away: 
Her (:niles were dreadful, but her tears are death. 
I can no more: I ſink beneath bei charins, 
And feel a deadly ſickneſs at my heart. 

[ Hide to Auletes.] 

Nic. Your cheek is pale, I dare not let you part, 
You are not well. — 

Myr. A ſmall indiſpoſition, 
I ſoon ſhall throw it from me. Farewel, general; 


Conquelt attend your arms. 


Nic. You ſhall not leave 
Your ſervant's roof, tis an unwholſome air, 
And my apartment wants a gueſt, 
Myr Nicanor, 
If health returns I ſhall not preſs my couch, 
And hear of diſtant conqueſts ; but o'ertake thee, 
And add new terror to the front of war. 
Nic. Mean time you are a guardian to my child, 
Let her not miſs a father in my ablence ; 
She's all my foul holds dear, 
Both. Farewel, faiewel. [ Fmbracing.] 
Nicanor wazts on Myron off the ſtage, and returns. 
Nic. My child, 1 feel a tendernels at heart 
I never telt before; come near, Mandane, 
Let me yaze on thee, and indulge the father. 
Thy dying mother with ber clay-cold hand 
Preis'd mine, then turning on thee her faint eye, 
Let tall a tear of tonduck, and expir'd. —— 
I cannot love thee well enough, her grace 
Sottens thy cheek, and lives within thine eye. 
Let me embrace you botb.— My heart o'er flows. — 
If 1 thould tall.— 1 hy mutber's monument,— 
But 1 ſhall kill thy tenderueſs. N more. 
Nay, du not weep, I mall return again, 
And with my dearelt ciid fit down. in peace, 
And loug enjoy her goodneſs. 
and. It the gods 
Regard your daughter's fervent vows, you will. 
Nic Farewel,my only care, my foul is with thee : 
Regaid yorr/cif, and you 1emember me [ Exit. ] 
Enter My xonN and AULETES. 
Myr. No place can give me caſe : my reſtl 
thought, | 
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Like working billows in a troubled ſea, 
Toſſes me to and fro, nor know I whither. 
What ain 1, who, or where? hal where indeed 
But let me pauſe, and aſk myſelf again 
If I am well awake.— [mpetuous bliſs ! 
My heart leaps up, my mounting {pirits blaze; 
My ſoul is in à tempeſt of delight 

Aul. My lord, you tremble, and your eyes betray 
Strange tumults in your breaſt. 

Mr. What hour of night? 

ful. My lord, the gight's far ſpent. 

Myr The gates are barr'd, 
And all the bouſhold is compos'd to reſt? 

ul, All: and the great Nicanor's own apart» 

ment, 

Proud to receive a royal gueſt, expects you. 

Myr. Perdition on thy foul for naming him. 
Nicancr! O I never ſhall ſleep more! 
Defend me! whither wander d my bold thoughts! 
Broke looſe from reaſon, how did they run mad ! 
And now they are come home all arm'd with ſtings, 
And pierce my bleeding heart. — 
I beg the gods to diſappoint my crime, 
Yet almoit wiſh them deaf to my deſire: 
I long, repent ; repent, and long again, 
And every moment differs from the laſt. 
I muſt no longer parley with deſtruction. 
Auletes, ſeize me, force me to my chamber, 
There chain me down, and guard me from myſelf; 
Hell riſes in each thought, tis time to fly. 

[Exenunt.] 
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Enter Mau »DANE and RAMEs Es. 
Ram. | hope your fears have giv'n a falſe alarm. 
Meand. You've beaid my frequent viſions of the 
nipl:t 

You know my father's abſence, Myron's paſſion ; 

Juſt now I met him, at my fight he ſtarted, 

Tien with ſuch ardent eyes he wander'd o'er me, 

And paz'd with ſuch malignity of love, 

Ser.ding his ſoul out to me in a look 

So fie: ce y kind, I trembled, and retired. 

Ram. No more; my friends, (which, as I have 
intorm'd you, 

The queen, to gall the tyrant, has ſet free) 

Are lodg'd within-your call; th* appointed ſignal, 

If dangers threaten, brings them to your reſcue. 

Mand. Where are they ? 

Kam In the hall beneath your chamber: 

Memnon alone is wanting; he's providing 

For your eſcape before the morning dawn; 

The reſt in vizors, fearing to be known, 

Have ventu.'d thro the ſtreets for your protection. 
Mand Auſpicious turn! then I again am happy. 
Ram. Auſpicious turn indeed! and what com- 

pletes 

The happineſs, the baſe man that betray'd us 

This arm laid low : I watch'd him from the king, 

I took him warm, while he with lified brow 

Confeſs d high thought and triumph in his mein, 

I-thank'd bim with my dagger in his heart. 

"Tis late; refreſh yourſelf with ſleep, Mandane. 

; [Exit Mandane.] 

So, ti reſolv d, if Myron dares attempt 
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So black a c ime, it juſtifies the blo v; 
He dies, and nv ohr brother s ghoſt ſhall ſinile. 
This way he beuds his tieps, I hate his light, 
And hall till de iti; has made it lovely tome [| x.] 
Futer MyAOR and \ULETES. 
Myr. O how this paſſion, like a whirlpool, drives 
me, 
With giddy, rapid motion round and round, 
I know not where, and draws in all my foul! 
I reaſon much ; but reaſon about her; 
And where ſhe is, all reaſon dies before her; 
And arguments but tell .ne | am conquer d. 
So black the night, as if no ſtar e er ſhone 
In all the wide expanle, the light'ning's flaſh 
But fhews the darkneſs, and the burſting clouds 
With peals of thunder ſeem to rock the land : 
Not beaſts of prey dare now trom ſhelter roam, 
But bowl in dens, and make the foveſt groan. 
What then am I? a monſter yet more tell, 
Than haunts the wilds ? —I am, and threaten more: 
My breaſt is darker than this dreadful night, 
And feels a fiercer tempeſt rage within. — 
I muſt—I un- This leads me to her chamber 
Did, not the raven. croak ? [Starting.] 
Aul U hear her not. 
Mr. By Heav'n. methinks earth trembles under 
me. | 
Awake. ye furies, you are wanting to me, 
O finiſh me in ill, O take me whole; 
Or gods confirm me good, without allay, 
Nor leave me thus at variance with myſelf; 


Let me not thus be daſh'd from ſide to fide. 
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The old man wept at parting, kneel'd before me, 


Confided in me, gave her to my care, 

Nor long lince ſav'd em; life—and doubt I till? 

I'm guilty of the fact, here let me | v, 

And rather groan for ever in the duſt, 

An! float tne marble pavement with my tears, 

Than riſe into a monſter. [ Flings himſelf do un.] 

MawDANE, YH ug at a diſtance, ſpeaks to a ſervant, 
Mand. Well, obſerve me 

Before the riſing ſun my lord arrives, 

To ſeal our vows the holy prieſt is with him; 

Watch to receive them at tae weſtern pate, 

And private'y canduct them to my chamber. [ Exit.] 
Ahr. DL farting up.] O torment! racks! and 

flames! then ſhe expects him 

With oben arms am I caſt out for ever, 

For ever muſt deſpair, uulels I ſnatch 

The preſent mothent ? ſhe is all prepar'd, 

Her wiſhes waking and her heart on fire ! 

That pow'rful thought ſveeps Heav'n and Hell 

before it, | 

And lays all open to the prince of Fg pt; 

Born to enjoy whatever he · deſires, 

And fling fear, ang iſh, and remorſe behind him. 

I ſee her midnight drefs, her flowing hair, 

Her ſlacken'd boſom, her relenting mein, 

All the forbidding forms of day flung off 

For vielding ſoftneſs O, I'm all confuſion ! 

I ſhiver in each joint! ah! ſhe was made 

To juſtify the blackeſt crimes, and gild 

Ruin and death with her deſtructive charms. 
Aul. You'll force her then? 
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Myr. Thou villain but to think it. 
No; I'll follicit her with all my pow'r ; 
Conqueſt and crowns ſhall ſparkle in her fight. 
If ſhe conſent, thy prince is bieſs'd indeed, 
Takes wings, and tow rs above mortality : 
If ſhe reſiſt, I put an end to pain, 
And lay my breathleſs body at her feet. 
MaDr.NNE paſſing at a diſtance to her chamber, 
Myron meets her, 
Mand. Is this well doue, my lord! 
Mr. Condemn me not 
Before you hear me: Let this poſture tell you, 
I'm not fo guilty as perhaps your tears, 
Your commendable, modeit fears ſuſpect; 
Nay do not go; you know not what you do; 
I wou'd receive a favour, not conitrain it; 
Return ; or good Nicanor, beſt of fathers, 
Shall charge you with the murder of his friend. 
Manga. And dare you then pronounce that ſacred 
name, 
And yet perſiſt! Were you his mortal foe 
W hat ud your malice more? 
Mr O tair Viandane! 
I know my fault ; I know your virtue too ; 
But ſuch the vieler ce of my diſordei, 
That I dare tempt even you. Methinks that guilt 
Has ſomething lovely which proclaims your pow'r 
But touch me u ith your hand, I die with bliſs. 
Why ſwells your eye? By Heav'n I'd rather ſee 
All nature mourn, than you let fall a tear. 
I own I'm mad, but I am mad of love: 
You can't condemn me more, than I myſelf ; 
Vo I. II. E 
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In that we are agreed; agree in all. 
Condemn, but pity me; reſent, but yield; 
For, ob, I burn, I rave, I die with love! 
Mand. O Sir! 
Myr. Nay, do not weep fo; it will kill me: 
This moment, while I ſpeak, my eyes are darken'd; 
cannot ſee thee, and my trembling limbs 
Refuſe to bear their weight; all left of lifs 
Is that I love. If love was in our pow'r, 
The fault were mine; ſince not, you muſt comply. 
How godlike to beſtow more beav'nly joys 
Than you can think, and I ſupport, and live ? 
Mand. O how can you abuſe your ſacred reaſon, 
That particle of Heav'n, that ſoul of ove, 
To varniſh o'er, and paint ſo black a crime! 
O prince: 
Myr. What ſays Mandane ? 
Mand. Sir, obſerve me : 
My burſting ſighs and ever-ſtreaming tears, 
Your noble nature has with pity ſeen; 
But wou' d. they not work deeper in your ſoul, 
Were you convinc'd my ſorrows flow for you? 
For you, my lord, they flow, for I am ſafe, 
(I know you are ſurpriz d), they flow for you; 
Mjron, my father s friend, my prince, my gueſl-— 
Myron, my guardian god, attempts my peace, 
And need I further reaſon for theſe tears ? 
Nature affords no object of concern 
So great as to behold a gen'rous mind, 
Driv'n by a ſudden guſt, and daſh'd on guilt—— 
Tis baſe ; you ought not: tis impracticable ; 
You cannot --Make ngceſlity your choice; 
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Nor let one moment of defeated guilt, 
Of fruitleſs baſeneſs. overthrow the glory 
Your whole illuſtrious life has dearly bought, 
In toilſome marches, and in fields of blood. 
Enter AULETES, and ſervants. 
Aul. My lord, your life's beſet ; the room beneath 
Is throng'd with ruffians, who but wait the ſignal, 
To ruſh and ſheath their daggers in your heart. 
Myr. Betray'd | curs'd forcereſs! it was a plot 
Concerted by them all to take my life, 
And this the bait to tempt me to the toil, 
She dies. —- 
Aul. No; firſt enjoy, then murder her— 
Truſt to my conduct, and you (till are ſafe. 
They all are maſqu'd, I have my vizor too: 
But time is ſhort ; tor once confide in me. 
You, Sir, for ſafety, fly to your apartment: 
TTo the prince.) 
You bear Mandane to her cloſet —You [To ſervants] 
Speed to the ſouthern gate, and burſt it open. 
A the ſervants ſeize Mandane, ſhe gives the ſig- 
nal. She is borne off 
Enter RawESEsS and conſpirators maſqu'd. 
Ram. The villain fled ? perdition intercept bim ! 
Diſperſe, fly ſeveral ways; let each man bear 
A ſteady point, well levell'd at his heart. 
If he eſcapes us now, ſucceſs attend him ; 
May he for ever triumph | 
As they paſi the ſtage in confuſion, aur LE TES en- 
ters maſqu d among them. 
Al. Ha! why halt you! 
Purſue, purſue, even now I ſaw the monſter, 
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The villain Myron, with theſe eyes I ſaw him 
Bearing his prize ſwift to the weſtern gate: 


There, there it burſt. [ noiſe without } 
All Away ; purſue. 
Aul. Tis done; Without.) 


Advarce the maſſy bar, and all is ſafe; 
Stand here, and with your lives defend the paſs. 
Enter MyRoON. 
Mr. Ichall atleaſt have time for vengeance on ber, 
And then I care not if I die. Barbarians! 
Their ſwords are pointed at my lite! 'tis well! 
But I will give them an excuſe for murder 
Such ſuch a cauſe. —Off love, and ſoft compaſſion 
Harden each finew of my heart to (t-el : 
I'll do, what done will ſhock myſelf, and thoſe 
Whom time ſet+ fartheſt from this dreadful hour. 
Fnter Max DUNE forced in by AULETES. 
Mand By all the pow'rs that can revenge a 
falſehood | 
I'm innocent from any thoughts cf blood. 
Myr. Why then your champions here in arms ? 
Vis falfe 
land. h let my life ſuffice you for the wrong 
You charge upon me! O my royal maſter ! 
My ſ-tety from all ill ! my great defender! 
Or did my father but inſult my tears, 
And give me to your care to ſuffer wrong ; 
Kill me, but not your friend, but not my father ; 
He loves us both, and my ſevere diſtreſs 
Will ſcarce more deeply wound him than your guilt. 
[Myron walks paſſionately at a diſtance. 
Myr. Slaves ! are you ſworn agaiaſt me? ſtop her 
voice, 
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And bear her to my chamber. 
Mand O Sir! O Myron / 
Behold my tears—Here 1 will fix for ever — 
Tul claſp your feet—and grow into the earth 
O cut me, hew me give to ev'ry limb 
A ſeparate death - but ſpare my ſpotleſs virtue: 
But ſpare my fame you wound t » diſtant ages 
And thro' all time my memory will bleed. 
Mr. Diſtraction! all the pains of Lell are on me! 


LV ſervants forc? in Mandane } 
Mand. O N.emnon! O my lod !—my life! 


where art thou? [She is borne .] 
[Myron expr:{ſes ſudden paſſion and ſurprize; ſtands 
a while fix:d in aſloni ment ; thin /peaks. 
Myr As many accidents cuncur to work 
My paſſions up to this unheard-of crime, 
As if the gods deſign'd it—be it then 
Their fault, not mine—/Memnon / ſaid ſhe not 
Memnon ? 
My heart began to ſtagger, but tis over 
Heav'n blaſt me if I thought it poilible 
I could be ſtill more-curs'd —— That hated dog 
Her lord, her lite I thank her for my cure 
Of all remorſe and pity ; this has left me 
Without a check, and thrown the looſen'd reins 
On my wild paſſin to run headlong on, 
And in ber ruin quei:ch a double fire, 
The blended rage of ven; cance and of love. 
Deſtruction full of tranſport! lo, I come 
Swift on the wing. to meet my certain doom: 
] know the danger, and | know the ſhame; 
But like our phoenix, in ſo rich a flame 
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I plunge triumphant my devoted head, 
And doat on death in that luxurious bed. 


ACT w. SCENE I. 


Enter MyRoN in the utmoſt diſorder, bare headed, 
without light, &c. Walks diſturbedly br fore he 


ſpeaks. 


Myr. Enceforth let no man truſt the firſt 
falſe ſtep 

Of puilt ; it hangs upon a precipice, 

Whoſe ſteep deſcent in laſt perdition ends. 

How far am I plung'd down beyond all thought 

Which I this evening fram'd |! But be it ſo, 

Conſummate horror ! guilt beyond a name ! 

Dare not, my ſoul, repent ; in thee repentance 

Were ſecond guilt, and thou blaſphem'ſt juſt Heav'ns 

By hoping mercy. Ah! my pain will ceaſe 

When pods want powꝰr topuniſh.-- Ha! the dawn · 

Riſe never more, O ſun! let night prevail ; 

Eternal darkneſs cluſe the world's wide ſcene, 

And hide me from Micanor and myſelf. 

Who's there ? 


Enter AULETES» 

Aul. My \ord. 

Myr. Auletes ? 

Aul. Guard your life. 
The houſe is rouz'd ; the ſervants all alarm'd ; 
The gliding tapers dart*from room to room; 
Solemn confuſion, and a trembling haſte, 
Mix'd with pale horror, glares on every face: 
The ſtrengthen d foe has ruſh d upon your guard, 


KIN-G f EGYPT. SS: 
And cut their paſſage thro' them to the gate. 
Implacable Rameſes leads them on, 

Breathing revenge. and panting for your blood. 

Myr. Why, let them come, let in the raging. 

torrent : 
] wiſh the world wou d riſe in arms againſt me; 
For I muſt die, and I would die in ſtate. 

The doors are burſt open; ſervants paſs the ſlage 
tumult, Rameſes, Cc. purſue Myron's 
guards over the ſlage ; then | 

RAMESES and SYPHOCES enter, meeting. 

Ram. Where's the prince ? 

Syph. The monſter ſtands at bay; 

We can no more than ſhut him from eſcape 
Till further force arrive. 
Ram. O my Syphoces ! 
Syph. This is a grief, but not for words. 
Does ſhe ſtill live ? 
Ram. She lives !—But O how bleſs'd 
Are they which are no more! By ſtealth I ſaw her; 
Caſt on the ground in mou: ning weeds ſhe hes ; 
Her torn aud looſen d treſſes thade her round, 
Tho! which her face, all pale, as ſhe were dead, 
Gleams like a ſickly moon; too great her grief 
For words or tears! but ever and. anon, 
After a dreadful, ſtill, inſidious calm, 
Collecting all her breath, long, long ſuppreſs' d, 
She ſobs her ſoul out in a leugthen'd groan, 
So lad, 1! breaks the heart of all that hear, 
And tends her mans in agouies away. 
Spb. O tale too mournful to be thought on! 
Ram, Hold 
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No, let her virgins weep, forbear Syphoces; 
Tear out an eye but damp not our revenge : 
Diſpatch your letters Ill go co fort her. 
[ ' ſervant ſpeats aſide to Rameſes. Frit Syphoces.] 
And has ſhe tuen commanded none approach her? 
I'm ſorry for it ; but | cannot blame her. 
Such is the dreadful ill, that it converts 
All offer'd cure into a new dileaſe ; 
It ſhuns our love, and comfort gives her pain. 
Re-enter SyPHOCES. 
Syph. Your father is returu'd ; redundant Ni/e 
Broke from its channel. overſwells the pals, 
And ſends him back to wait the waters' fall. 
Kam. And is he then return'd ? -I tremble for 
him. 
I ſee his white head rolling in the duſt : 
But haſte, it is our duty to receive him. [ Exit.) 
Enter Mygon. 
Myr. 1 feel a pain of which I am not worthy, 
A pain, an anguiſh, which the honeſt man 
Alone deſerves. —Is it not wond'rous ſtrange 
That 1, who ſtabb'd the very heart of nature, 
Should have ſurviving aught of man about me ? 
And yet I know not how, of vratitude 
And friendſhip {till the ſtubborn f,-arks ſurvive, 
And poor \\ icar:or's torments pierce my ſoul. 
Confuſicn! he's return'd. [Starting.] 
nter NICANOR. 
Nic. My prince — 
[ {dvancing to embrace Myron. 
M;r. My friend 
L' urning afide, and hiding his face.] 
Nic. 1 interrupt you, Sir 


Myr. I had thee there. [Smiting his breaſt. 
Before thou cam'ſt, my thoughts were bent upon 
thee. 
Nic. O Sir, you are too kind |! 
Myr. Death! tortures ! hell! LAſide.] 
Nic. What ſays my prince ? 
Mir A ſudden pain, 
To which I'm ſubjeR, ſtruck acroſs my heart : 
'Tis pait ; I'm well again. 
N.c. Heaven guard your health. 
Mr. Dolt thou then wiſh it ? 
Nc. Am l then diſtrulted ? 
Then when | ſav'd your ife, I did the leaſt 
I e'er would do to ſerve you. 
Myr. Barbaruus man ! 
Nic. What have I done, my prince ? which way 


offended? 
Has not my lite, my ſoul been yours ! 
Myr. Oh! Oh! 


Nic By Heav'n I'm wrong'd ſpeak, and I'll 
clear my ſelf. [Takes him by the hand.] 
Myr. I'm poiſon and deſtruction ; curſe thy gods! 
Pil kill thee in compaſſion Oh my brain ! 
Away, away, away. [ Shoves him from him. 
Nic. Do, kill me, prince LCoing. ] 
You ſhal! not go; | do demand the cauſe 
Which has put forth thy hand againſt thy father! 
For thus provok'd. il do myſelf the juſtice 
To tell thee, youth, that I deſerve that name ; 
Nor have thy parents lov'd thee more than I. 
Myr. I bear them; they are on me——Looſe 
thy hold, 
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Or I will plant my dagger in thy breaſt. 
Nic. Your dagger's needleſs | O unprateful boy! 
Myr. Forgive me, father! O my ſoul bleeds for 
thee ' [ Embrace.] 
Ai be is going ont Auletes meets him, and ſpeaks to 
him aſide. 
What, no eſcape ? on ev'ry ſide inclos'd ? 
Then I reſolve to periſh by his hand: 
*Tis juſt I ſhould, and meaner death I ſcorn. 
But how to work him to my fate, to ſting 
His paſſion up ſo high, will be a taſk 
To me ſevere, as difficult as ſtrange. 
Support me, cruel heart; it muſt be done. [ de.] 
Nic Now, from my very ſoul, I'cannot tell — 
But tis enchantment all; for things io ſtrange 
Have happen d, I might well diſtruſt my ſenſe ; 
But if mine eyes are true, I plainly read 
A heart in anguiſh, and I muſt confels 
Your grief is juſt——1It was inhuman in you 
But tell the cauſe ;- unravel from the bottom 
The myſtery that has-embroil'd our loves ; 
(For ſtill, my prince, I love, ſince you repent) ; 
What accident depriv'd me of my friend, 
And loſt you to yourſelf ? 
Myr. A traitor's fight ! 
Nic. Beneath my roof ? 
Mr. Beneath thy very helmet, 
Thou art a traiter. Guard thyſelf, [Draws.] 
Nic. Diſtraction 
Traitar !—For ſtanding by your father's throne, 
Fend ſtemming the wild ſtream that roars againſt it 
Of rebel ſubjeQts, and of foreign foes ? 
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For training thee to glory and to war ? 
For taking thee from out thy mothe 's arms 
A mortal child, and kindling in thy foul 
The noble ardors of a future god ? 
Farewel, I dare not truſt my temper more. 
Myr. Grey-headed. venerable traitor ! 
Enter RAMESES. 
Ram Ha! 


Turn. turn, blaſphemer, and repreſs thy taunts ; 


All provocation's needleſs, but thy fight. 
[He «fſauits the prince; Nicanor hinders him. ] 
Nic torbear, my ſon. 
Ram Forbear ? 
Nic. If i am calm, 
Your rage ſhould ceaſe. 

Ram. No; tis my own revenge; 
Unleſs, Sir, you diſown me for your ſon, 
Nic. Thy ſword againſt thy prince! 

Ram. A villain ! 

Nic. Hold! 

Kam. The worſt of villains ! 

Nie. Tis too mucu. 

Ram. O father 

Nic. What wouldſt thou? 

Ram. Sir, your daughter 

Nic Rightly thought: 
She beſt can comfort me in all my ſorrow. 
Call, call Mandane; to behold my child 
W ould. chear me in the agonies of death : 
Am I dilobey'd ? 


Ram .O Sir. 
Nic. What mean thoſe tranſports of concern ? 
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Ram, Tho' I'm an outcaſt from y our love, I weep 
To open your black ſcene of miſery. 
Nic Where will this end? — Oh my forboding 
heart ! 
Ram. Should he to whom, as to a god, at 
parting, 
You gave. with ſtreaming eyes, your ſoul's delipht, 
While yet your laſt embrace was warm about him, 
Gloomy and dreadful as this ſtormy night 
Ruſh on your child, your comfort, your Mandane, 
Al: ſweet and iovely as the bluſhiny morn ; 
Seize her by force, now trembling, breathlels, pale, 
Proſtrate in anguiſh, tearing up the earth, 
Imploring, ſhrieking to the gods and you. — 
O hold my brain ! - Look there, and think the reſt. 
The back ſcene opens. A darken'd chamber, a 
bed and the curtains drawn, Women paſ; 
out, weeping, &c. Nicanor falls back on 
Ra meles. 
Nic. ls: poſſible—my child! my only daughter ! 


The growth ot my own lite! that ſwecten'd ape 


And pain O nature bleeds within me! 
Mand M eep not. my virgins; ceaſe your uſeleſs 
reals; 
Kindnels is thrown away upon deſpair, 
And but pruvokes the ſorrow it would eaſe. 
Nic Aſſut mie forwards. 
Mand. Moſt unwelcome news ! 
Is be return'd? The gods ſupport my father. 
I now begin to wiſh be lov'd ae leſs. 
Nic. There, there ſhe pierc'd the very tend'rck 
ner ve. 
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She pities me, dear babe, ſhe pities me: 

Through all the raging tortures of her ſoul 

She feels my pain ! but hold, my heart, to thank her, 
Then burſt at once, and let the pangs of death 
Put Myron from my thought. [Goes to her.] 

Maud Severeſt fate 
Has done its worſt—I ve drawn my father's tears 

Nic. Forbear to call me by that tender name: 
Since I can't help thee, I would fain forget 
Thou art a part of me— it only ſharpens 
Thoſe pangs, which, if a ſtranger, I ſhould ſeel.— 
O ſpare me, my Mandane : to behold thee 
In ſuch exceſs of ſorrow, quite deitroys me: 

And I ſhall die, and leave thee unreveng'd. 

Mand. O fir, there are misfortunes moſt ſevere, 
Which yet can bear the light and well ſuſtain'd 
Adorn the ſufferer. But this affliction 
Has made deſpair a virtue, and demands 
Utter extinction, and eternal night, 

As height of happineſs [Scene ſhuts on them.] 
Enter Svrhocks. 
Ram. O my Syphoces “ 
Syph. *nd does this move you, does this melt 
you down, - 
And pour you out in ſorrow ? then fly far, 
Ere Nemnon comes; he comes with fluſhing cheek, 
And beating heart to bear a bride away, 
And blels his fate :—how dreadtully deceiv'd ! 
Ram. The melancholy ſcene at length begins. 
Enter MEMNON. 

Mem. O give me leave 
To yield to nature, and indulge my joy, 

Vor. II. F 
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My friend ! my brother! O the ecſtaſy 
That fires my veins, and dances at my beart 
You love me not, if you refuſe to join 
In all the juſt extravagance and flight 
Of boundleſs tranſport, on this happy hour. 
Where is my ſoul, my bliſs, my lovely bride! 
Call, call her forth; O haſte, the prieſt expects us, 
And ev'ry moment is a crime to love. 
Ram. Speak to him.—Pr*ythee ſpeak. [ToSyph.] 
Syph. By Heav'n I cannot. 
Mem. What can this mean? 
Ram. Syphoces. 


Spb. Nay Rameſes. 
Mem. By all the gods they ſtruggle with their 
ſorrows, 
And ſwallow:down their tears to hide them from me. 
By friendſhip's ſacred name, I charge you ſpeak. 
[They look on him with the utmoſt concern, and 
go cut on different ſides of the ſtage.) 
Was ever man thus left to dreadful thought, 
And all the horrors of a black ſurmiſe 
What woe is this too big to be expreſs'd ? 
O my ſad heart! why bod'ſ thou ſo ſeverely ? 
Mandane's life's in danger ! there indeed, 
Fortune I fear thee ſtill; her beauties arm thee, 
Her virtues make thee dreadful to my thought : 
But for my love, how I could laugh at fate! 
Enter a ſervant, and gives him a paper. He reads. 
Enter RaMESESs, MEMNON ſwoons and falls or: 
RaMESES. 
Kam. 'T were happy if his ſoul wou'd ne er return. 
The gods may till be. merciful in this 
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His lids begin to riſe — How fares my friend ? 

Mem. Did Myron feel my pangs, you'd pity him. 
Enter SyPHOCES: 

Spb. Fainting beneath th* oppreſſion of her grief, 

This way Mandane ſeeks the freſher air : 

Let us withdraw; *twill pain her to be ſeen, 

And moſt of all by you. 

Mem By my own heart, 
judge, and am convinc'd.— dare not ſee her, 
The ſight wou'd ſtrike me dead. | 

LA. Memnon is going, Mandane meets him; both 

flart back, ſhe ſhrieks, Memnon recovers 
huaſelf, and falls at her knees, embracing 
them ; ſhe tries to diſengage, he not permit-« 
ting, ſhe raiſes him; be takes her paſſionately 
in his arms. They continue ſpeechleſs and mo- 
tionleſi for ſome time. 

Ram. Was ever mournful interview like this ? 
Sechow they writhe with anguiſh ! hear them groan ! 
See the large ſilent dew run trickling down, 

As from the weeping marble ; paſſion choaks 
Their words, and they're the ſtatues of deſpair : 

Mem. O my Mandane ! 

[At this ſhe violently breaks from him and Exit.) 
But one moment more. 

LA Memnon is following, Rameſes holds Am.] 

Ram. Brother — 

Mem. Forgive me— 

Kam. You're to blame. 
Mem Look there. [ Pointing after her.) 


My heart is burſting. 


Ram. With revenge. 
| F 2 
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Mem. And love. 
Ram. Revenge. 
Mem. One dear embrace, 'twill edge my ſword. 
Syph. No, Memnon, if our ſwords now want an 
edge, 
They'll want for ever; to this ſpot I charm thee; 
By the dread words, Revenge and Liberty! 
This is the criſis of our fates. this moment 
The guardian gods of Egypt hover o er us, 
They watch to ſee us act like prudent men, 
And out of ills extract our happineſs. 
My friends, theſe dire calamities, like poiſon, 
May have their wholeſome uſe ! this ſad occaſion, 
If manag'd artfully, revives our hopes ; 
It gives Nicanor to our ſinking faction, 
And ſtill the tyrant ſhakes. 
Ram. My father comes; 
Or ſnatch this moment, or deſpair for ever. 
While paſſions glow, the heart, like heated ſteel, 
Takes each impreſſion, and is work'd at pleaſure. 
Enter Nicanos, 
Nic. Why have the gods choſe out my weakeſt 
hours, 
To ſet their terrors in array againſt me:? 
This wou'd beat down the vigor of my youth, 
Much more grey hairs, and lite worn down fo low. 
Vain man ! to be ſo fond of breathing long, 
And ſpinning out a thread of miſery. 
The longer life, the greater choice of evil. 
The happieſt man is but a wretched thing, 
That ſteals poor comfort from compariſon ; 
What then am I ? Here will I fit me down, 
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Brood o'er my cares, and think myſelf to death. 
Draw near, Rame/*s ; | was raſh ere while, 
And chid thee without cauſe. How many years 
Have I been cas'd in ſteel ? 

Ram. Full threeſcore years 
Have chang'd the ſeaſons o'er your creſted brow, 
And ſeen your fauchion dy'd in hoſtile blood. 

Nic How many triumphs ſince the king has 

reign'd ? 

Ram. They number juſt your battles, one for one. 

Nic. True, I have tullow'd the rough trade of war 
With ſome ſucccfx, and can, without a bluſh, 
Review the ſhaken fort, and ſanguine plain. 
I have thought pain a pleaſure, thirſt and toil 
Bleſt objects of ambition; I remember, 
(Nor do my foes torget that bloody day) 
When the barb'd arrow from my gaping thigh 
Was wrench'd with labour, I dildain'd to groan, 
Becauſe I ſuffer d for Buſiris fake. 

Kam. The king is not to blame - 

Nic. Is not the prince his ſon ? 

Ram. But in himſelf. 

N:c. And bas he loſt his guilgy 

| [Rifng in paſſion ] 

*Cauſe he has injur'd me? Erewhile thy blood 
Was kindled at his name — Didit thou not tell me 
A ſhametul black deſign on poor Amelia? 
O Memnon / what a glorious race is this, 
To make the gods a party in our cauſe, 
And draw down bleſſin gs on us! 

Mem He that ſupports them 
Ia fuch. black crimes, is ſharer of their guilt. 
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Nic. Point out the man, and with theſe wither'd 
hands 
I'd fly upon his throat, tho' he were lodg d 
Within the circle of Buſiri arms. 

Ram. He that prevents it not when in his power, 
Supports them in their courſe of flaming guilt ; 
And you are he. 

Nic. Thou rav'ſt. 

Syph The army's yours. 

I've ſounded ev'ry chief; but wave your finger, 
Thouſands fall off the tyrant's fide, and leave bim 
Naked of help, and open to deitrution. 

But ſweep his minions, cut a padder's throat, 

Or lop a ſycophant, the work is done. 

Nic. What wou'd you have me do? 

Tem. Let not your heart 
Fly off from your own thought, be truly great, 
Reſent your country's ſufferings as your own. 
A generous ſoul is not confin'd at bome, 
But ſpreads itſelf abroad o'er all the public, 
And feels for every member of the land. 
What have we ſeen tor twenty rolling years, 
But one long tratgt blood! or, what is worſe, 
Throng'd dungeons pouring forth perpetual groans, 
And tree born men oppreſs d! Shall half mankind 
Be doom'd to curſe the moment of their birth? 
Shall all the mother's foudneſs be employ'd 
To rear them up to boudape, give them ſtrength 
To bear afflict:ous, and ſupport their chains ? 

Spb. 1oy u the valiant youth muſt bumbly 

bend, [Kxeceling.] 

And beg chat nature's pifts, the vigorous nerve, 
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And graceful port deſign d to bleſs the world, 

And take your great example in the field, 

May not be forc'd by lewdnels in nigh place 

To other toils, to labour for diſeaſe, 

To wither in a loath'd embr ice, and die 

At an inglorious diſtance from the foe. 
Ran. To you Amelia lifts ber hands for ſafety. 

[ Kneeling. ] 
Mcm. To you—to you— [ Barſting into tears. J 
Nic. By Heav'n be cannot ſpeak.— I underitand 
thee, 

Riſe—riſe—my ſon. Riſe all ; your work is done; 

They periſh all, theſe creatucs of my ſword. 

Have I not ſeen whole armies vaulted o'er 

With flying javelins, which ſhut out the day, 

And fell in rattling ſtorms at my commaud, 

To ſlay, and bury proud Buſiris' toe? 

He lives and reigns, for I have been his friend; 

But I'll unmake him, and plough up the ground 

Where his proud palace ſtands. [Exit.] 

Mem. O my Mandane ! 

The gods by dreadful means beſtow ſucceſs, 
And in their vengeance moſt ſeverely bleſs: 
From thy bright ſtreaming eyes our triumphs flow, 
The tyrant falls, Mandane ſtrikes the blow. 

So the fair moon when ſeas ſwell high, and pour 
A waſteful deluge on the trembling ſhore, 
Inſpires the tumult from her clouded throne, 5 


Where ſilent, penſive, pale, ſhe fits alone, 
And all the diſtant ruin is ber own. 
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SCENE, The field. 


Enter Bus1Rr1s and AULETES. An alarum at a 
diſtance. 


Buf. 9 the voice of war! though loud 
the ſound, 
It faintly ſpeaks the language of my heart, 
It whiſpers what I mean. But ſay, Auletes, 
What urge theſe forlorn rebels in excuſe 
For chuſing ruin! 
Aul. Various their complaints; 
But ſome are loud, that while your heavy hand 
Preſſes whole millions with inceſſant toil, 
(Toils fitter far for beaſts than human creatures) 
In building wonders for the world to gaze at, 
Weeds are their. food, their cup the muddy Nile. 
Zi / Do they not. build for me? let that reward 
them. 
Yes, I will build more'wonders to be paz'd at, 
And temper all my cement with their blood. 
Whoſe pains and art reform'd the puzzled year, 
Thus drawing down the ſun to human uſe, 
And making him their ſervant ? who puſh'd off 
With mountain dams the broad redundant Nie, 
Deſ.ended from the moon, and bid it wander 
A ſtranger ſtream iu unaccuſtom'd ſhores? 
Who from the Ganges to the Danube reigns? 
But virtues are forpot—away—to arms! 
I call to mind my giorious anceſtry, 
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Which for ten thouſand rolling years renown'd 
Shines up into eternity itſelf, 
And ends among the gods. [ An alarum. J 
Enter MEmnoON. 
Aul. The rebel braves us. 
Buſ. Hold, let our weapons thirſt one moment 
longer ; 
And death ſtand ſtill, *till he receives my nod. — 
V hom meet I in the midit of my own realm, 


3 With bold defiance on his brow ? 


Mem. The ſlave, 
$ Whom dread Bu ſiris lately laid in chains, 
An emb' m of his country. | 
Bu Is it thus 
You thank my royal bounty ? 
Mem. Thus you thank'd- 
The good Artaxes, thus you thank'd my father. 
Buſ. What I have done, conclude moſt right and 
Juſt, 
For I have done it, and the gods alone 
Shall aſk me why; thou liv'ſt altho' they fell; 
And if they fell unjuſtly, greater thanks 
Are due from thee, whom e'en injuſtice ſpar d. 
Mem. Thy kindneſſes are wrongs, they mean to 
ſoothe 
My. injur'd ſoul, and ſteal it from revenge. 
Buſf. Turn back thine eye, behold thy * 
| are thin, 
Thy men are rarely ſprinkled o'er the field, 
And yet thou carrieſt millions on thy tongue. 
Mem. All thy blood-thirſty ſword has laid in duſt 
Are on my fide, they come in bloody ſwarms, 
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And throng my banners; thy unequal'd crimes 
Have made thee weak, and rob my victory 

Buſ. Ha! 
Mem. Nay, ſtamp not, tyrant; I can ſtamp as loud, 
And raiſe as many demons at the ſound. 

Ba,. I wear a diadem. 

Mem And I a ſword. 

Buſf” Yet, yet ſubmit; I give thee life. 

Wiem. Secure your own : 
No more, Buſiris. bid the ſun farewel. 

Bu Buſirit and the ſun ſhould let together; 
If this day's angry gods ordain my fate, 
Know thou, I fall like ſome vaſt pyramid, 
I bury thouſands in my great deſtruction, 
And thou the firſt, —Slave! in the front of battle, 
There thou ſhalt find me. 

Mem. Thou ſhalt find me there, 
And have well paid that gratitude l owe. [ Exeunt.} 

A continued alarum. 
Enter Myron and Nicanor meeting. 
Nic. Does not mine eye ſtrike horror through 
thy foul, 

And ſhake the weapon from thy trembling arm ? 
Baſe boy! the foulneſs of thy guilt ſecures thee 
From my reproach, I dare-not name thy crime. 

Myr.Old man, didſt thou ftandupiathy owncauſe, 
1 then ſhould be afraid of fourſeore years, 
And-tremble at grey hairs; but fince thy frenzy 
Has lent thoſe venerable locks to caſt 
A gloks of virtue on the blackeſt crime, 
Accurſt rebellion ! this gives back my heart, 
With all its rage, and I'm a man again, 


ww coed OA I a ©. © 


PSKE. 


KING f EGYPT. 71 


Nic. Come on, and uſe that force in arms I taught 
thee ; 
I'll now reſume the life I gave fo late. 
Myr. I grieve thou haſt but half a life to loſe, 
And doſt defraud my vengeance—at my touch 
! Thou moulder'ſt into duſt, and art forgotten. 
| [Preparing to fight, Myron ſtops hort.] 
* Ah, no! I cannot fight with thee, begone, 
And ſhake elſewhere; thou canſt not want a death 
In ſuch a field, though I refuſe it to thee. 
Rameſes, Memmon, give them to my ſword, 
Suſtain'd by thoulauds; but to fl, from thee, 
From thee, moſt injur'd man, ſhall be my praſſe, 
And riſe above tbe conqueſt of my foes. 
Nic. Tis not old age, th' avenging gods purſue 
thee! 
[He retires before NicanoR off the ſtage. A loud 
alarum. 
Enter Busixis and AULETES in purſuit. 
Bu/. Tu well, I like this madneſs o. the field: 
gh W Let beighten'd horrors, and a waſte of death 
Inform the world, Bzfiris is in arms. 
? But then I grudge the glory of my ſword 
To ſlaves and rebels; while they die by me, 
They cheat my vengeance, and ſur vive in fame. 
Aul. 1 panted after in the paths of death, 
And cuu'd not but from tar behold your plume 
O'erſhadow ſlauꝑt. ter d heaps; while yuu: bright belm 
Struck a diſtinguiſh'd terror through the field, 
The diſtant legiuns trembling as it blaz'd. 
Bu/.Think not a crown alone lights up my name, 
My hand is deep in fight. Forbid it, Iſis ! 
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That whilſt Fzſiris t reads the ſanguine field, 
The foremoit ſpirit ot his hot ſhou'd conquer 
But by example, and beneath the ſhade 
Of this high-brandiſh'd arm. Didſt thou e er fear? 
Sure tis an art, I know not how to fear. 
"Tis one of the few things beyond my power; 
And if death muſt be fear'd before *tis felt, 
Thy maſter is immortal, O Aurtes. 
Put while I ſpeak. they live! 
Where fall the ſounding cataracts of Nile, 
The mountains tremble, and the waters boil ; 
Like them I'll ruſh, like them my tury pour, 
And give the future world one wonder more. 
[Fxeunt.) 
Enter MyroN engaged with a party: his plume is 
ſmitten off He drives the foe, and returns. 
Mr. When death's ſo near, but dares not ven- 
ture on us, 
'Tis Heaven's regard, a kind of ſalutation, 
Which to ourſelves our own importance ſhews :— 
Faint as I am, and almoſt ſick of blood, 
There is one cordial would revive me ſtill; 
The fight of Memnon, place that fiend before me 
[Exit] 


Enter MEMNON. 
Mem. Where, where's the prince? O pive him to 
my ſword ! 
His tall white plume, which like a high wrought foam 
Floated on the tempeſtuous ſtream ot fight, 
Shew'd where he ſwept the field. I follow'd ſwift, 
But my approach has turn'd him into air. 
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Enter MyRON. 


Myr. Why, who art thou! 
Mem. Prince, I am 
Myr. Memnon. [Di/dainfully } 
Mem, No---I'm Mandane. 
Myr. Ha! 
Mem. She's here, ſhe's bere, ſhe's all; her wrongs 
and virtues ! 
[Striking his own head and hre aſt.] 
Virtues and wrongs! thou worſe than murderer ! 
Mr. charge thee name her not, forbear the croak 
With that ill-omen'd note. 
Mem. Mandane ! 
Mr. Be it ſo. 
When I reflect on her mean love for thee, 
And plot againft my lite, my pain is leſs. 
Mem. Tis falſe ; ſhe meant, ſhe knew it not; 
Rameſes, 
He, only he, was conſcious of the thought. 
Myr. Then I'm a wretch indeed! 
Mem. As ſoch I'll uſe thee : 
I' cruſh thee like ſome poiſon on the earth, 
Then haſte and cleanſe me in the blood of men. 
Myr. I thank thee for this ſpirit which exalts thee 
Into a foe I need not bluſh to meet. 
Now from my foul, it joys me thou art found, 
And found alive; by Heav'n ſo much I hate thee, 
[ fear'd that thou waſt dead, and hadſt elcap'd me: 
I'll drench my ſword in thy deteſted blood, 
Or ſoon make thee immortal by my own. 
Villain ! 
Vor. IL G 
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Mem. Myron ! 
Myr. Rebel! 
Men. Myron! [They fight.] 
Myr. Hell! 
Mem. Mandane ! [Myron falls.] 


Mr. Juſt the blow, and juſter ſtill, 
Becauſe imbitter'd to me by that hand 
I moſt deteſt ; which gives my ſoul an earneſt 
Of moſt unfathomable woes to come, 
That dreadful dowry for my dreadful love. 
I leave the world my miſery's example; 
If us'd aright,.no trivial legacy. [Dies.] 
Enter SYPHOCES, 
Syph. My lord, I bring you moſt unwelcome neus. 
As poor Mandane wander'd near the field, 
In hope to ſee her injuries reveng'd, 
Thoughtleſs of any ſuff rings but the paſt, 
A party of the foe ſaw, ſeiz'd, and bore her off. 
Mem. Vengeance and conqueſt now are trivial 
8 things. 
Love made their prize! tis impious in my. ſoul 
Toentertain a thought but of her reſcue. 
Now, now. I plunge into the thickeſt war, 
As ſome bold diver from a precipice 
Into mid ocean to regain a gem, 
Whoſe loſs impoveriſh'd kings, to bring it back, 
Or ſee the day no more. [LExeunt. J 
Enter ManDANE priſoner. 
Mand. A gen'rous foe will hear his captive ſpeak; 
A benefit thus kneeling I implore : 
Let one of all thoſe ſwords that glitter round me, 
Vouchſafe to hide its * within my breaſt. 
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Enter MEMNON. 
Mem. Ab, villains! curſed atheiſts! can you bear 
That poſture from that form? what, what are 
numbers, 
When I behold thoſe eyes! not mine the glory, 
That fingly thus I quell a hoſt of foes. 
Inhuman robbers! O bring back my ſoul. 
[They force her off; he ruſhes im upon them, and is taken. 
Poor comfort to mankind that they can loſe 
Their lives but once—but O! a thouſand times 
Be torn from what they love. 
Enter RAMESES. 

Ram. Far haveI waded in the bloody field, 
Laborious through the ſtubborn ranks of war, 
And trac'd thee in a labyrinth of death : 

But thus-to find thee !—better find thee dead 
Theſe flaves will ufe thee ill. 
Mem. Of that no more; 
Myron is dead, and by this arm. 
Ram. | thank thee. 
All my few ſpirits left exult with joy. 
Il chace and ſcourge him through the lower world. 

Mem. Alas, thou bleed'ſt. 

Kam. Curſe on the tyrant's ſword, 

I bleed to death. But cou'd not leave the world 
Without a laſt embrace. Jult now I met 
The poor Mandane. 

Niem. Quickly ſpeak. What ſaid ſhe? 

Ram. Nothing of comfort. Ceaſe toaſk me fai ther. 
If you meet more, your meeting will be ſad.— 
Your arm, I faint— Ah what is human life! 

How like the dial's tardy-moving ſhade! 
| G 2 
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Day after day ſlides from us unperceiv'd : 
The cunning fugitive is ſwift by ſtealth ; 
Too ſubtile is the movement to be ſcen, 
Yet ſoon the hour is up and we are gone. 


Farewell; I pity thee. [Dies.] 

Mem. Farewell, brave friend! D 
Would I could bear thee company to reſt ; : 
But life in all its terrors ſtands before me, 

And ſhuts the gate of peace againſt my wiſhes, — ? 


Do I not hear a peal of diſtant thunder, 
And fee a ſudden darkneſs ſhuts the day, 
And quite blots out the ſun? —But what to me 
The colour of the ſky ? a death-cold dew 
Hangs on my brow, and all my flacken' d joints 
Are ſuook without a cauſe.—A groan! from whence ? 
Again! and no one near me; vain deluſion ! 
I fear not vain ! I fear ſome ill is t'wards me, 
More dreadful ſure than all that's paſt. Mundane . 
I hop'd ſhe was at peace, and paſt the reach 
Of this ill news; but ſuch my wayward fate, 
I cannot aſk a curſe but tis deny'd me: 
And could I wiſh 1 ne'er could ſee her more? 
Enter ManDanE, guarded. 

Mand. This is my brother; a ſhort privacy 
Is a ſmall favour you may grant a foe. 

Cuard. Let it be ſhort ; we may not wait your 

leiſure. 
Mem. Tis wondrous ſtrange; there's ſomething 
holds me from her, 

And keeps this foot faſt-rooted to the ground. 
TT his is the laſt time I ſhall ever pray: {Kneel:ng. ] 
To me, ye gods! confine your threaten d vengeance, 
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And I will bleſs your mercies while I ſuffer. 
[Memnon and Mandane advance ſlowly to the 
front of the ſtage.) 
Mand. What didſt thou pray for? 
Mem. For thy peace. 
Mand. *Twas Kind: 
But, oh! thoſe hauds in bonds deny the bleſſing, 
For which they earneſtly were rais'd to Heav'n— 
Mem. | fear ſo too: what we have yet to do 
Muſt be ſoon done: this meeting is our laſt : 
How ſhall we uſe it ? 
Mand. How ? cenſalt thy chains, 
And my calamities. 
Men. Sad counſe!lors, 
And cruel their advice—are there no other? 
{Mlard. look around and find no glimpſe of hope, 
A perfect night of borror and deſpair! 
Ne m. Of horror and deſpair, indeed, Mandane ! 
Canſt thou believe me? nay, can l believe 
Myſclf? the laſt thing that l wiſh'd for was tis falſe 
The weight of my misfortune hurts my mind. 
Maud. Was what? 
Men. I dare not think; to think is to look fron 
A precipice ten thouſand fathoms deep, 
That turns my braiin—Oh! Oh! 
Mund. Memuon, no more: 
That ſilence and thoſe tears need no explaining; 
And it is kind, with ſuch ſevere reluctance, 
To think upon my death - though neceſſary. 
Mem. Ab bold! you plant a thouſand daggers here. 
Talk not of dying -I diſowa the thought ; 
Right is not right, and reaſon is not reaſon , 
G 3 
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All is diſtraction when I look on thee. 
O all ye pitying gods daſh out from nature 
Your ſtars, your ſun, but let Mandane live. 
Mand. No: death long ſince was my confirm'd 
reſolve. 
Mem. Myron is dead. 
Mand. What joy a heart like mine 
Can feel, it feels—had he been never born, 
I might have liv'd—'tis now —impoſlible, 
Mem. This even to my miſeries I owe, 
That it diſcovers greater virtues ſtill 
In her my ſoul adores—O my Mandane ! 
O glorious maid! then thou wilt be at peace. 
[Memnon walt thoughtfully, then returns. J 
Muſt 1 ſurvive, and change thy tenderneſs 
For a ſtern maſter, and perpetual chains? 
Long I may groan on earth to ſate their malice, 
Then through ſlow torments linger into death, 
No ſteel to ſtab, no wall to daſh my brain 
Mand. Ha! 
Mem.Why thus fix d in thought? what mighty birth | 
Is lab'ring in your ſoul ? your eyes ſpeak wonders. 
Mand. Will not the blood-hounds be content 
with life? 
Mem. Alas, Mandane ! no; they ſtudy nature 
To find out all her ſecret feats of pain, 
And carry killing to a dreadful art: c 
A (imple death in Fgypt is for friends. 
Mand. O then it muſt be ſo!—and yet it cannot. — 
Mem. What means this ſudden palenels? 
Maud. Heav'n aſſiſt me! 


[ Feeling in her boſom ſhe ſwoons. J 
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Mem. My love! Mandane ! hear me, my eſpou d! 
My deareſt beart ! the infant of my boſom ! 
Whom I would foſter with my vital blood. 
Maud. Tis well, and in return I give thee—this, 
[Shews a dagger. 
Mem. Millions of thanks, thou refuge in deſpair. 
Mand. Terrible kindneis! horrid mercy! Oh 
I cannot pive it thee. 
Mem. Full well I know 
Thy tender ſoul, and I muſt force it from thee. 
LA he is ſlrugg ling with her for the dagger, ſhe ſpraks.] 
Mand. My lord! my foul! my ſelf! you tear my 
heart. 
Art thou not dearer to my eyes than light ! 
Doſt thou not circulate through all my veins, 
Mingle with life, and form my very foul ! 
Mem. Now, monſters, 1 defy you: fate forbids 
A long farewell ; my guard may interpoſe, 
And make your favour vain — Thus, only thus. 
[ Embrace.) 
And now ——— [Coing to ſtab himſelf} 
Mand. Ah no! fince laſt I faw thee, thrice I 
Tais'd [ Holds bis arm.] 
My trembling arm, and thrice I let it fall. 
If you refuſe compaſſion to my ſex, 
Memnon betrays me, and is Myron's friend. 
As Ia poniard, you ſupply an arm, 
And I ſhall till be happy in your love. 
[ After a pauſe of aſtoniſhment, be ſinks 
gently on the earth.] 
Mem. From dreadful to more dreadful I am 
plung'd, 
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And find in deepeſt anguiſh deeper ſtill. 


I can't complain in common with mankind. — 
But am a wretched ſpecies all alone. 
Muſt I not only loſe thee, but be curs'd 
To ſprinkle my own hands with thy life bloc ? 
Mand. It cannot be avoided. 
Mem. Nor perform'd. 
Lift up my hand againſt thee as a foe! 
I, who ſhould ſave thee from thy very father, 
And teach thy deareſt friends to uſe thee well, 
Make kindneſs kind, and ſoften all their ſmiles ? 
O my Manlane! think how I have lov'd'! 
O my Mandane! think upon thy pow'r! 
Ho often haſt thou ſeen me pale with joy, 
And trembling at a ſmile? and ſhall I— 
Mand Myron 
CLA that Memnon farts up ſuddenly 7; 
Mem. Ah hold: I charge thee hold! one glance 
that way 
Awakes my hell, and blows up all its flames !— 
The world turns round, my heart is fick to death ! 
O my diſtraction! perfect loſs of thought 
Mand. Why ſtand you like a ſtatue? are you dead? 
. What do you fold fo faſt within your arms? 
Why with fix'd eye balls do you pierce the ground? 
Why ſhift your place, as if you trod on fire ? 
Why gnaw your lip, and groan fo dreadtully ? 
My lord, if I have ſpent whole live-long nights 
In tears, and figh'd away the day in private, 
Only oppreſs'd with an exceſs of love, 
O turn, and ſpeak to me! 
Mem, And tl. eſe, no doubt, 
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Are arguments that I ſhould draw thy blood, — 

No child was ever luil'd upon the breaſt 

With balf that tenderneſs has melted from thee, 

And fell like balm upon my wounded ſoul, 

And ſhall I murder thee? yes, thus - thus - thus 
[Embracing ſome time.] 


Mand Alas! my lord forgets we are to die. 
[Memnon gazes with wonder on the dagger. J 
Mem. By Heav'n I had ; my ſoul had took her flight 
In bliſs— why. is not this our bridal day ? 
Mand. That way diſtraction lyes. 
Mem Indeed it does. 
Both. Oh! On! 
Maud. Thy fighs and groans are ſharper than 
thy ſteel. . 
Tie guard is on us, 
Mem. Then it muſt & 
Sun, hide thy face, and world in mourning, 
Tho' blood ſtart out for tears, tis done — but one, 
Oae laſt embrace. 
[ Hr he emoraces her. ſhe burſls into tears. 
Let me not ſee a tear. —I cou'd as ſoon 
Stab at the face of Heav'n, as kill thee weeping. 
Maud. Tis paſt—I am compos'd. 
Mem. und now, and now. 
Mand. Be not fo fearful ; tis the ſecond blow 
Will pain my heart—indeed this will not hurt me. 
Mem, O thou haſt ſtung my ſoul quite through 
and through, 
With thoſe kind words; I had juſt ſteel'd my breaſt, 
[Daſhing down the dagger. | 
And thou undo'ſt it all could not bear 
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To raze thy ſkin to ſave the world from ruin. 

Mand. If you're a woman, I'll be ſomething more 
[Stabs herſelf.) 

I ſhall not taſte of Heav'n till you arrive. [Dies.] 

Mem. Struck home—and in her heart. —She's 
dead already, 
And now with me all nature is expir'd. 
My lovely bride ! now we again are happy, 


[Stabs himſelf.) | 


And better worlds prepare our nuptial bow'r.— 

Now every ſplendid object of ambition, 

Which lately with their various gloſſes play'd 

Upon my brain, and fool'd my idle heart,. 

Are taken from me by a little miſt, 

And all the world is vn d. [Dies] 

A march ſounded. CANOR and SYPHOCES 
vittoricous. 7 which are advancing ti 
the bodies, fly. 
Nic. The day' 3 our own, the Perſian's angry 

pow'rs 

Have well repaid this morning's inſolence, 

And tui nd the de ſperate fortune of the field 

By ſure, though late ielief; 
Spb. Nicanor, friend, 

I from the city bring you welcome news: 

My guilty letter from the amorous queen 

F ſpread amongſt the multitude ; while yet 

Their blood was warm with reading the black ſcroll, 

Mris, to view the fortune of the hight, 

Leaving her palace for the weſtern tow'r, 

Was ſeiz d, torn, ſcatter'd on the guilty ſpot 

Where her great brother fell. 
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Nic. The gods are juſt. 
Spb. See where Bu ſiris comes, your royal captive, 
In his misfortune great; an awful ruin! 
And dreadful to the conqueror ! 
Nic Sad fight! F[advancing, ſees the bodies. 
A ſight that teaches triumph how to mourn, 
And more than juſtifies theſe ſtreaming tears, 
Even on the moment that my-country's ſav'd 
From ſore oppreſſion, and inglorious chains. 
[He falls on his attendants.] 
A great ſhout. Enter Bus1Rr1s wounded. 
Buſ.Conquer'd ; tis falſe; I am your maſter (till ; 
Your maſter, though in bonds ; you ſtand aghaſt 
At your good fate, and trembling can't enjoy. 
Now from my ſoul, 1 hug theſe welcome chains 
Which ſhew you all Buſiris, and declare 
Crowns and ſucceſs ſupe i fluous to my tame, — 
You think this ſtreaming blood will low'r my 
Ty thought; 
No, ye miſtaken men, I ſmile at death; 
For living here, is living all alone, 
To me a real ſolitude amid 
A throng of little beings grovelling round me; 
Which yet uſurp one common ſhape and name. 
.1 thank theſe wounds, theſe raging pains, which 
. promiſe 
An interview with equals ſoon elſewhere. 
oll, | [He /ees Memnon. J 
Ha : dead ? 'tis well; he roſe not to my ſword, 
1 only wiſh'd his fate, aud there he lyes. 
Some when they die, die all; their mould'ring clay 
I but an emblem of their memories: 
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The ſpace quite cloſes up throꝰ which they paſs'd. 
That I have liv'd, I leave a mark behind, 
Shall pluck the ſhining age from vulgar time, 
And pive it whole to late poſterity, 
My name is writ in mighty characters, 
Triumphant columns, and eternal domes, 
\Whoſe ſplendor heightens our Ep yptian day, 
Whoſe ſtrength ſhall laugh at time, till their great 
baſis, 
Old earth itſelf, ſnall fail. In after ages, 
Who war or build, ſhall build or war from me, 
Grow great in each, as my example fires : 
'Tis I of art the future wonders raiſe ; 
I fight the future battles of the world 
Creat Jove, Icome! Fg ypt, thou art forſaken: [ Sinks 7] 
Aſia's impoveriſh'd by my ſinking glories, 
And the world leſſens, when Buſiris falls. [Dies. 
Syph Bear the dead monarch to his pyramid; 
And for what uſe ſoe er it was deſign'd, 
By that high minded, but miitaken man, 
There let him ly magnificent in death ; 
Great was his life, great be his monument: 
And on Pruſiris' nephew, young Arſaces, 
Of gent ler ſpirit, let the crown devolve. 
From this day's vengeance let the nations know, 
Jove lays the pride of haughtieſt monarchs low; 
And they who kindled with ambitious fire, 
In arts and arms with moſt ſucceſs aſpire, 
If void of virtue, but provoke their doom, 
Graſp at their fate, and build themſelves a tomb. 


End of the Fifth AQ, 
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Spoken by Mrs OLDFIELD, 


T HE race of critics, dull, judicious rogues, 

To mournful plays deny briſk epilogues. 

Each gentle ſwain and tender nymph, ſay they, 
From a ſad tale ſhould go in tears away ; 

From hence quite home ſhou!d-ſlreams of ſorrow ſhed, 
And, drown'd in grief, ſteal ſupperleſs to bed. 

This doctrine is ſo grave, the ſparks won't bear it; 

They love to go in humour to their claret, 

The cit, who owns a little fun worth buying, 

Holds half- a- croum too much to pay for crying, 
Beſides, who knows, without theſe healing arts, 
But love might turn your heads, and break your hearts; 
And the poor author, by imagin'd woes, 

Might people Bethle m with our belles and beaux? 

Hence I, who lately bid adieu to pleaſure, 
Robb 'd of my ſpouſe, and my dear virgin treaſure ; 
I, whom you ſau deſpairing breathe my laſt, 

Am free, and eaſy, as if nought had paſt ; 

Again put on my airs, and play my fan, 

And fear no more that dreadful creature, man. 
— But wh: nce does this malicious mirth begin? 
I know, ye beaſts, you rec lon it no fin. 

"Tis ſirange, that crimes the ſame, in diff rent plays, 
Should move our Horror, and our laughter raiſe. 
Love's Jove ſecure the comic actor tries; 

But if he's wicked in blank verſe, be diet. 
Vor. II. H 
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The farce, where wives prove frail, ſlill makes the beſ 
And the poor cuckold is a ſlanding jeſt. 

But our grave bard, a virtuous ſon of Iſis, 

Counts a bold ſtroke in love among the vices, 

In blood and wounds a guilty land he dips ye, 

And waſies an empire for one raviſh'd gipſy. 

IWhat muſty morals fill an Oxford head, 
To notions of pedantic virtue bred! 

There each ſti Don at gallantry exclaims, 
And calls fine men and ladies filthy names ; 
They tell you, rakes and jilts corrupt a nation: 
— Such is the prejudice of education ! 

You, who know better things, will ſure approve 
Theſe ſcenes, that ſhow the boundleſs power of love. 
Let, when they will, th' Italian things appear, 
This play, we truſt, ſhall throng an audience here. 
Bold Myron's paſſion, up to frenzy wrought, 
Would ill be warbled through an eunuch's throat: 
His part, at leaſt, his part requires a man, 

Let Nicolani at? it if he can. 
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By a FRIEND. 


FT has the buskin'd muſe, with action mean, 

Debas' the glory of the tragic ſcene + 
pile puny villains, dreſi'd in purple pride, 
With crimes obſcene the heav'n-born rage bel) d. 

To her belongs to monrn the hers fatey 

To trace the errors of the wiſe and great: 
To mark th exceſs of paſſions t01 refin'd, 
Aud paint the tumults of a god. lite mind ; 
Where, mix d with rage, exalted thughts combine, 
And darkeſt deeds with beautenus coluurs ſhine. 0 


So lights and ſhades in a well-mingled draught, 
By curious touch of artful pencil wrought, 
With ſoft deceit amuſe the doubtful eye, 
Pleas'd with the conflit of the various dye. 


Thus thro' the following ſcenes, with ſweet ſurprize, , 
Virtue and guilt in dread confuſion riſ*, 
And love and hate at once, and grief and jcy, 3 
P.ty and rage, their mingled ſorce employ. 
Here the ſoft virgin ſees, u thſecret ſhame, 
Her charms excell'd by friend/hip': purer flame; 


Forc'd with reluctaut virtue to approve 
The gen'rous hero who rejeds her love. 


Behold him there with gloomy paſſion ſtain'd, 
A wife ſuſpected, and an injur'd friend; 
Yet ſuch the toil where innocence is caught, 


That ra/h ſuſpicion ſeems without a fault. 
H 3 | 
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We dread a while leſt beauty ſhould ſucceed, 
And almoſt wiſh ev'n virtue's ſelf may bleed. 
Mark well the black revenge, the cruel guile, 
The traitor fiend trampling the lovely ſpoil 
Of beauty, truth, and innecence oppreſi'd, 
Then let the rage of ſuries fire your breaſl. 
Yet! may his mighty wrongs, his juſt diſdain, 
His bleeding country, his lov'd father ſlain, 
His martial pride, your admiration raiſe, 
lud crown him with involuntary praiſe, 


Dramatis Perſonae. 


A E N. 


Don ALomN zo, the Spani/h W 
general. 


Don CarLos, his friend, Mr Wilks. 
Don ALVAKEZ, a courtier, Mr Thurmond, 


Don MANUEL, attendant : 
of Don Carlos, Mr Wilkams. 
ZANGA, a captive Moor, Mr Mills. 


ä 


LEoONORA, Alvarez's daughter, Mrs Perter. 
ISABELLA, the Mcor's miſtreſs, Mrs Horton. 
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ACT I. SCENE L 


Enter ZANGA. 
Zanga. Hether firſt nature, or long want of 
peace, 
Has wrought my mind to this, I cannot tell; 
But horrors now are not diſpleaſing to me: 
] like this rocking of the battlements. 
Rage on, ye winds; burſt clouds, and waters roar ! 
You bear a juſt reſemblance of my fortune, 
And ſuit the gloomy habit of my ſoul. 
| Enter ISABELLA, 

Who's there? my love! 

I/ab. Why have you left my bed! 
Your abſence more affrights me than the ſtorm: 

Zan. The dead alone in ſuch a night can reſt, 6 
And I indulge my meditation here. 
Woman, away. I chuſe to be alone. 

I/ab. 1 know you do, and therefore will not 

leave you; | 

Excuſe, me, Zanga, therefore dare not leave you. 
I this a night for walks of contemplation ? 
Something unuſual hangs upon your heart, 
And I will know it; by our loves I will, 
To you I facrific'd my virgin fame; 
Aſk 1 too much, to ſhare in your diſtreſs ? 
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Zan. Ia tears? thou fool ! then bear me, aad 
be plung'd 
In hell's abyſs, if ever it eſcape thee. 
To ſtrike thee with aſtoniſhment at once, 
I hate //onzo. Firſt recover that, 
And then thou ſhalt hear farther. 
I/ab. Hate /onzs/ 
I own, I thought 4/onzo moſt your friend, 
And that he loſt the maſter in that name. 
Zan. Hear then. * Tis twice three years ſince 
that great man 
(Great let me call him ; for he conquer'd me) 
Made me the captive of his arm in fight ; 
He ſlew my father, and threw chains o'er me, 
While I, with pious rape. purſu'd revenge. 
I then was young ; he plac'd me near his perſon, 
And thought me not diſhonour'd by his ſervice. 
One day (may that returning day be night, 
The ſtain, the curſe of each ſucceeding year!) 
For ſomething, or for nothing, in his pride, 
He ſtruck me; (while I tell it, do I live?) 
ſmote me on the cheek. I did not ſtab him 
or that were poor revenge. E er ſince his folly 
Has ſtrove to bury it beneath-a heap 
Of kindneſſes, and thinks it is. forgot. 
Inſolent thought and like a ſecond blow 
Affronts are innocent, where men are worthleſs ; 
And ſuch alone can wiſely drop revenge. 
Jab. But with more temper, Zanga, tell your 
ſtory 2: - 
To ſee your ſtrong emotions ſtartles me. 
Zan, Yes, woman, with the tomper that beſits it, 
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Has the dark adder venom ? ſo have I, 


When trod upon. Proud Spaniard, thou ſhalt 
feel me ! 
For from that day, that day of my diſhonour, 
I from that day have curs'd the riſing ſun, 
Which never fail'd to tell me of my ſhame : 
I from that day have bleſs d the coming night, 
Which promis'd to conceal it ; but in vain; 
The blow return'd for ever in my dream. 
Yet on 1 toil'd, and groan'd for an occaſion 
Of ample vengeance ; none is yet arriv'd. 
Howe'er at preſent 1 conceive warm hopes 
Of what may wound him fore, in his ambition; 
Life of his life, and dearer than his ſoul. 
By nightly march he purpos'd to ſurpriſe 
The Mooriſh camp; but I have taken care 
They ſhall be ready to receive his favour. - 
Failing in this, a caſt of utmoſt moment, 
Would darken all the conqueſts he has won. 
Jab. Juſt as I enter'd an expreſs arriv'd. 
Zan. To whom ? 
Lab. His friend Don Carlos. 
Zan. Be propitious, * 
O Mahomet, on this important hour, 
And give at length my famiſh'd ſoul revenge ! 
What is revenge, but courage to call in 
Our honour's debts, and wiſdom to convert 
Others (elf love into our own protection! 
But ſee the morning-ray breaks in upon us; 
I'll ſeek Don Carlos, and inquire my fate. [ Exernt,) 
Enter Max uEL and Don CarLos *© | 
Man. My lord Don Carle, what brings your J 
expreſi? 
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Car. Alonzo's glory, and the Moors defeat. 
The field i ſtrow'd with twice ten thouſand ſlain, 
Tho' he ſuſpects his meaſures were betray'd. , 
He'll ſoon arrive. O ! how [ long t' embrace 
The firit of heroes, and the beſt of friends 

I lov'd tair Leonora long before 
The chance f battle gave me to the Moors, 
From whom ſo late Alonzo lei ne free: 
And while I groan'd in bondage. I deputed 
This great /on20, hom her father honours, 
To be my gentle advocate in love, 
To ſtir her heart, and fa its fires for me. 

Man. And what ſucceſs? 

Car. Alas, the cruel maid —— 
Indeed, her father, who-tho' high at court, 
And pow'rtul with the king, has wealth at heart, 
To heal his devaſtations from the Meors, 
Knowing I'm richly freighted from the Ex/t, 
My fleet now failing in the fight of Spain, 
(Heav'n guard it ſafe thro* ſuch a dreadful ſtorm) 
Careſſes me and urges her to wed 

Man. Her aged father, ſee ! leads her this way. 
* Car. She looks like radiant truth, 
Brought forward by the hand of hoary time 
You to the port with ſpeed ; tis poſſible 
Some veſſel is arriv'd: Heav'n grant it bring 
Tidings which Carlos may receive with joy. 

Enter ALVAREZ and LEONORA. 

Flv. Don Carlos, I am labou ing in your favour, 
With all a parent's ſoft authority, 
and earneſt counſel. 

Car. Angels ſecond you; 
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For all my bliſs or miſery hangs on it. 
Alv. Daughter, the happineſs of life depends 
On our diſcretion, and a prudent choice : 
Look into thoſe they call unfortunate, 
And, cloſer view'd, you'll &nd they are unwiſe : 
Some flaw in their own condutt lyes beneath; 
And 'tis the trick of fools, to ſave their credit, 
Which brought another language into uſe. 
Don Carlos is of ancient, noble blood; 
And then his wealth might mend a prince's fortune. 
For him the ſun is labouring in the mines, 
A faithful ſlave, and turning earth to gold. 
His keels are freighted with that ſacred pow'r, 
By which ev'n kings and emperors are made. 
Sir, you have my good wiſhes, and I hope [To Car.) 
My daughter is not indiſpos'd to hear you. 
[ Exit Alvarez.) 
Car. O Leonora why art thou in tears? 
Becauſe I am leſs wretched than I was? 
Before your father gave me leave to woo you, 
Huſh'd was your boſom, and your eye ſerene, 
Will you for ever help me to new pains, 
And keep reſerves of torment in your hand, 
To let them looſe on every dawn of joy ? 
Leon. Think you my father too indulgent to me, 
That he claims no dominion o'er my tears ? 
A daughter ſure may be right dutiful, 
Whoſe tears alone are free from a reſtraint, — 
Car. Ah my torn heart! 
Leon. Regard not me, my lord, 
I ſhall obey my father. 
Car. Diſobey him, 
Vo. I. 1 
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Rather than come thus coldly, than come thus 
With abſent eyes, and alienated mein, 
Suff ring addreſs, the victim of my love. 
O let me be undone the common way, 
And have the common oomfort to be pity'd, 
And not be ruin'd in the maſk of bliſs, 
And ſo be envy'd, and be wretched too! 
Love calls for love. Not all the pride of beauty, 
1 hoſe eyes that tell us what the ſun is made of, 
I hoſe lips, whoſe touch is to be bought with life, 
Thoſe hills of driven ſnow, which leen are felt; 
All theſe poſſeſt, are nought, but as they are 
The proof, the ſubſtance of an inward paſſion, 
And the rich plunder of a taken heart. 

Leon. Alas! my lord, we are too delicate; 
And when we graſp the happineſs we wilh'd, 
We call on wit to argue it away: 
A plainer man would not feel half your pains; 
But lome have too much wiſdom to be happy. 


Car. Had I known this before, it had been well: 


I had not then ſolicited your father 
To add to my diſtreſs; as you behave, 
Your father's kindneſs ſtabs me to the heart. 
Give me your hand—vay, give it, Leonora, 
You give it not, —nay, yet you give it not 
I ravih it. — 

Leon. I pray, my lord, no more. 


Car. Ah, why fo ſad? you know each ſigh does 


ſhake me ; 
Sighs there, are tempefts here. 
I've heard, bad men would be unbleſt in beav'n: 
What is my guilt that makes me ſo with you? 


ene 0 22922 


„ Wd % . wy 


THE REVENGE. 99 


Have I not languiſh'd, proſtrate at thy feet ? 
Have I not liv'd whole days upon thy ſight ? 
Have I not ſeen thee where thon haſt not been ? 
And, mad with the idea, claſp'd the wind, 
And doated upon nothing ? : 
Leon. Court me not, 
Good Carlos, by recounting of my faults, 
And telling how-ungrateful I have been. 
Alas! my lord, if talking wonld prevail, 
I could ſuggeſt much better arguments, 
Than thoſe regards you threw away on me; 
Your valour, honour, wiſdom, prais'd by all. 
But. hid phyſicians talk our veins to temper, 
And with an argument new · ſet a pulſe; 
Then think, my lord, of reaſoning into love. 
Car, Muſt I deſpair then? do not ſhake me thus; 
My tempeſt-beaten heart is cold to death. 
Ah! turn, and let me warm me in thy beauties. 
Heav'ns! what a proof I gave but two nights paſt 
Of matchleſs love! to fling me at thy feet, 
I lighted friendſhip, and I flew from fame; 
Nor heard the ſummons of the next day's battle : 
But darting headlong to thy arms, I left 
The promis'd fight, I left 4/025 too, 
To ſtand the war, and quell a world alone. 


1 Trumpets.) 
Leen. The victor comes. My lord, I muſt with- 
draw. 
Car. And muſt you go!. 


Leon. Why ſhou'd you wiſh my ſtay ? 
Your friend's arrival will bring comfort to you, 
My preſcnce none; it pains you and myſelt; 
| 52 
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For both our ſakes, permit me to withdraw. 
[Exit Leonora. ] 

Car. Sure there's no peril but in love. O how 
My foes wou'd boaſt to fee me look fo pale! 

Enter Aron zo. 

Car. Alonzo! 

Hor. Carlos !/—1 am whole again; 

Claſpt in thy arms it makes my heart entire. 

Car. Whom dare I thus embrace? the conqueror 
Of Afric ? 

Alon. Yes, much more, Don Carlos friend. 
The conqueſt of the world would coſt me dear, 
Should it beget one thought of diſtance in thee. 

I riſe in virtues to come nearer thee. 

I conquer with Don Carlos in my eye, 

And thus I claim my victory's reward. 

| [Embracing him.) 

Car. A victory indeed! your godlike arm 

Has made one ſpot the grave of Africa, 

Such numbers fell ! and the ſurvivors fled 

As f:ighted paſſengers from off the ſtrand, 

When the tempeſtuous ſea comes roaring on them. 

Alon, *T wes Carlos conquer'd, twas his cruel 

chains 
Inflam'd me to a rage unknown before, 
And threw my former actions far behind. 

Car. I love fair Leonora. How I love her! 
et till I find (I know not how it is) 
Another heart, another ſoul for thee. 

Thy friendſhip warms, it raiſes, it tranſports. 
Like muſic, pure the joy without allay, 


Whoſe very rapture is tranquillity 
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But love, like wine, gives a tumultuous bliſs, 

Heightned indeed beyond all mortal pleaſures; 

But mingles pangs and madneſs in the bowl. 
Enter ZANGA. 

Zan. Manuel, my lord, returning from the port, 
On buſineſs both of moment and of haſte, 
Humbly begs leave to ſpeak in private with you. 

Car. In private? — Ha !— Alonzo, I'll return, 
No bufineſs can detain me long from thee. 

f LExit Carlos.] 

Zan, My lord en zo, I obey'd your orders. 

Alon. Will tne fair Leonora pals this way! 

Zan. She will, my lord, and ſoon. 

Alon. Come near me, Zanga; 

For I dare open all my heart to thee. 

Never was ſuch a day of triumph known. 
There's not a wounded captive in my train, 
That flowly follow'd my proud chariot- wheels, 
With half a life, and beggary, and chains, 

But is a god to me; I am molt wretched, 

In his captivity, thou know'it Don Carlos, 

My friend, (and never was a friend more dear) 
Deputed me his advocate in love, 

To talk to Leonora's cart, and make 

A tender party in her thoughts for him. 

What did I do? I lov'd mylelf. Indeed, 

One thing there is might leſſen my offence, 

(If ſuch offence admits of being leſſen'd) 

I thought him dead; for (by what fate I know not) 
His letters never reach'd me. 


Zan, Thanks to Zanga, 
1 3 
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Who thence contriv'd that evil which has happen'd. 
[ Aſide." 

Alon. Yes, curſt of heav'n! Ilor'd myſelf; and now 
Ia a late action reſcu'd from the Nocrs, 

I have brought home my rival in my friend. 

Zan. We hear, my lord, that in that action too, 
Y our interpoling arm preſerv'd his life. 

Klin It dil— u ith more than the expence of mine 
For oh! this day is mention'd for their nuptials. 
But fee, ſhe comes I'll take my leave, and die. 

Jan. Hadſt thou a thonſand lives, thy deat! 

would pleaſe me 
UL nnappy fate ! my country ore come! 
My (ix years hope of vengeance quite expir'd | — 
\Vouid nature were I will not fall alone: 
But others groans ſhall tel! the world my death. 


L Ade. 


Futer LEOXORA. 

Hin. When nature ends, with anguich like to tl:'s 
Sinners ſhall take their laſt leave of the fun, 
And bid his light adieu. 

Leon. The mighty conqueror 
1:iſmay'd ! Ithought you gave the foe your ſorrows. 

Alon O cruel inſult ! are thoſe tears your ſport, 
Which nothing but a love for you could draw: 
£fric 1 queli'd, in hope by that to purchaſe 
Your leave to ſigh unſcorn'd ; but J complain not: 
Tias but a word, and you are Leonora. 

Lon. That paſſion, which you boaſt of, is your 

guilt, 

A treaſon to your friend. You think mean of me, 
To plead your crimes as motiies of my love. 
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Alon. You, madam, ought to thank thoſe crimes 
you blame; 
is they permit you to be thus inhuman, 
Without the cenſure both of earth and heav'n. - 
| fondly thought a laſt look might be kind. 
Farewel for ever. — This ſevere behaviour 
us, to my comfort, made it ſweet to die. 
eon. Farewel forever E ſweet to dic! O Heav'n ! 
L. Mae. 
£93129, ſtay, you mult not thus eſcape me. 
zut hear your guilt at large. 
Alan, O L:onora! 
What could I do? in duty to my friend, 
I taw you; and to ſce, is to admire. 
For Carlos did I plead, and moſt ſincerely; 
Witneſs the thouſand agonies it colt me. 
You know I did, 1 ſought but your eſteem ; 
If that is guilt, an angel had been guilty. 
I ofien ſigh'd, nay, wept; but could not help it; 
And ure it is no crime to be in pain. 
But grant my crime was great, I'm greatly curs'd, 
What would you more? am I not moſt undone! 
This uſage is like ſtamping on the murder'd, 
When life is fled ; moſt barbarous and unjuſt. 
Leon. If from your guilt none ſuffer'd but yourſelf, 
It might be ſo—farewel [Coing.) 
Aon. Who fuffers with me: 
Leon. Enjoy your ignorance, and let me go. 
Alon. Alas! what is there I can fear to know, 
Since I already know your hate; your actions 
Have long ſince told me that. 
Leon, They flatter'd you. 
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Alon. How? flatter'd me 
Leon. O ſearch in fate no further! 
I hate thee, O -{on20/7 how I hate thee! 
Alon, Indeed! and do you weep for hatred too ? 
O what a doubtful torment heaves my heart ! 
I hope it moſt—and yet I dread it more. 
Shou'd it be ſo; ſhou'd her tears flow from thence ; 
How wou'd my foul blaze up in extaſy ! 
Ab, no! how fink into the depth of horrors ! 
Leon. Why would you force my ſtay ? 
Alon. What mean theſe tears? 
Leon. 1 weep by chance; nor have my tears a 
MEANINg-— 
But O! when firſt l faw Hlonge's tears, 
I knew their meaning well. 
[Alon. falls paſſionately on his knzes, and 
takes her hand. 
Alon. Heavens, what is this that excellence for 
which 
Deſire was planted in the heart of man; 
Virtue's ſupreme reward on this ſide heav'n ; 
The cordial of my foul! and this deſtroys me 
Indeed I flatter'd me that thou didſt hate. 
Leen. Alonzo. pardon me the injury 
Of loving you. I ſtruggled with my paſſion, 
And ſtruggled long ; let that be ſome excuſe. 
Alon. Unkind ! you know I think your love a 
bleſſing 
Beyond all human bleſſings; tis the price 
Of ſiabs and groans, and a whole year of dying: 
But, O the curſe of curſes -O my friend! 
L:on. Alas! 
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Alon, What ſays my love ?—ſpeak, Leonora. 

Leon. Was it for you, my lord, to be ſo quick 
In finding out objections to our love 
Think you ſo ſtrong my love, or weak my virtue, 
It was unſafe to leave that part to me? 

lon. Is not the day then fix d for your eſpouſals ? 

Leon. Indeed, my father once had thought that 

way; 
But marking how the marriage pain'd my heart, 
Long he ſtoud doubtful ; but at length reſolv'd, 
Your counſel, which determines him in all, 
Should finiſh the debate. 
Alon. O agony ! 
Muſt I not only loſe her, but be made 
Myſclf the inſtrument ? not only die, 
But plunge the dagger in my heart myſelf? 
This is refiuing on calainity. 
Leon, What! do you tremble, leſt you mould 
be mine ? | 
For what elſe can you tremble? not for that 
My father places in your power to alter. 

Alon. What's in my pow'r ? —O yes, to ſtab my 

friend ? 

Leon. To ſtab your friend were barbarous indeed! 
Spare him—and murder me—I own, 4/0120, 
You may well wonder at ſuch words as theſe ; 
I ſtart at them myſelf; they fright my nature. 
Great is my fault ; but blame not me alone ; 
Give him a little blame, who took ſuch pains 
To make me guilty. 

Alon. Torment! [ After a pauſe Leonora /peaks. 1 

Leon, O my ſhame ! 
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I ſue, and ſue in vain; it is moſt juſt, 
When women ſue, they ſue to be deny d. 
You hate me, you deſpiſe me, you do well ; 
For what I've done I hate and ſcorn myſelf. 
O night fall on me ! I ſhall bluſh to death. 
Flon. Firſt periſh all. 
Leon Say, what have you reſolv'd? 
My father comes, what anſwer will you give him ? 
Alon, What anſver? let me look upon that face, 
And read it there. Devote thee to another ! 
Not to be born | a ſecond look undoes me. 
Leon. And why undo you? is it then, my lord, 
So terrible to yield to your own. wiſhes, 
Becauſe they happen to concur. with mine? 
Cruel! to take ſuch pains to win a heart, 
Which you was conſcious you myſt break. with 
parting. 
Aon. No, Leonora, 1 am thine far ever, 
[ Runs and embraces her.) 
In ſpite of Carlo. Ha! who's that? my friend? 
( Starts wide from her. 
Alas! I ſce him pale, I bear his, groans ; 
He foams, he tears his hair, he.raves, he bleeds, 
(1 know him by myſelf) he dies diſtracted. 
Leon. How dreadful to be cut from what we 
love ! 
Alon. Ah! ſpeak no more. 
Leon. And ty'd to what we hate | 
Alon, Oh! 
Leon. Is it poſſible ? 
Alon. Death! 
L.con, Can you? 


— 
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Alon, Oh —— 
Yes, take a limb; but let my virtue ſcape: 
Alas! my foul, this moment I die for thee. 
[Breaks away.) 
Leon. And are you perjur'd then for virtue's fake ? 
How often have you ſworn ? but go for ever. _—— 
[Swons,] 
Alon. Heart of my heart, and eſſence of my joy, 
Where art thou ? O I'm thine, and thine for ever ! 
The groans of friendſhip ſhall be heard no more. 
For whatſoever crimes I can commit, 
I've felt the pains already, 
Leon. Hold, Alonzo, 
And hear a maid, whom doubly thou haſt conquer'd. 
| love thy virtue, as I love thy perſon, 
And I adore thee for the pains it gave me: 
But as I felt the pain, I'll reap the fruit; 
I'll ſhine out in my turn, and ſhew the world 
Thy great example was not loſt upon me. 
Be it enough that I have once been guilty : 
In light of ſuch a pattern to perſiſt, 
Ill ſuits a perſon honour'd with your love. 
My other titles to that bliſs are weak. 
| muſt deſerve it by refuſing it. 
Thus tben I tear me from thy hopes for ever. 
Shall I contribute to A/9::20's crimes ? 
No; * cho? the life · b hd guſhes from my heart : 


Jou ſha!l not be aſhan:'d of Leonora, 


Or that late time may p 1 names together. 
Nay, never ſhrink ; take back the bright example 
You lately lent; O take it while you . 
While I can give it you, and be immortal. [Exit.] 
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Alon. She's gone, and I ſhall fee that face no more; 
But pine in abſence, and till death adore. 
Wh-n with cold dew my fainting brow is hung, 
And my eyes darken, from my fault'ring tongue 
Her name will tremble in a feeble moan, 
And love with fate divide my dying groan. 


U 


Enter MaNUEL and ZN CA. 
Zanga. IF this be true, I cannot blame your pain 
For wretched Carlos ; tis but human 


in you. 
But when arriv'd your diſmal news ? 
Man. This hour 


Zan. What! not a veſſel fav'd ? 

Man. All, all the ſtorm 
Devour'd ; and now o'er his late envy' d fortune 
The dolphins bound, and wat'ry mountains roar, 
Triumphant in his ruin. 

Zan. Is Alvarez 
Determin'd to deny his daughter to him ? 
That treaſure was on ſhore ; muſt that too join 


The common wreck ? 
- Man. Alvarez pleads, indeed, 


That Leonora's heart is diſfinclin'd, 

And pleads that only; fo it was this morning, 
When he concurr'd: the tempeſt broke the match; 
And ſunk his favour when it funk the gold. 

The love of gold is double in his heart, 

The vice of age, and of Alvarez too, 

| Zan. How does Don Carlos bear it? 


ich; 
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Man. Like a man 
i©ſe heart teels malt a human heart can feel, 
And. reaſons beſt a human heart can reaſon, 
Zan. But is he then in ablolute deſpair? 
Mar. Never to fee his Leonora more, 
And, quite ro quench all future hope, Alvarez 
Lizpes onzo to eſpouſe his daughter 
This wery day; for he has learn'd their loves. 
Zan. He! was not that receiv'd with ecſtaſy 
By Dan Alonzo ? 
Man. Yes at firſt ; but ſoon 
A damp came o'er him, it would kill his friend, 
Zan. Not if his friend conſented ; and ſince now 
He can't himſelf eſpouſe her 
Man, Vet to aſk it 
Has ſomething ſhocking to a gen'rous mind, 
At leaſt 407:29's ſpirit ſtartles at it. 
Wide is the diſtance between our deſpair, 
And giving up a miſtreſs to another. 
But I muſt leave you. Carlos wants ſupport 
In his ſevere affliction! [Exit Manuel 2 
Zan. Ha lt dawns ! 
It riſes to me like a new found world 
To mariners long time diſtreſs'd at ſea, 
Sore from a ſtorm, and all their viands ſpent ; —— 
Or like the ſun juſt riſing out of Chaos, 
Some dregs of ancient night not quite purg'd off: 
But I (hall finiſh it Hoa! T/abella? 
| Enter ISABELLA» 
I thought of dying ; better things come forward ; 
Vengeance is {till alive ; from her dark covert, 
With all her ſnakes ere& upon her creſt, 
Vo. I. K 
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She ſtalks in view, and fires me with her charms, 
When, 1/abel, arriv'd Don Carlos here? 
I/ab. Two nights ago. , 
Zan. That wes the very night 
Before the battle mem ry, ſet down that: 
It has the eſſence of a crocodile, 
Tho? yet but in the ſhell—PY-give it birth 
What time did he return ? | 
Jab. At midnight. 
Zan. So | ; 
Say, did he ſee that night his Leonora? 
1/ab. No, my good lord. 
Zan. No matter tell me, woman, 
Is not Monzo rather brave than cautious; 
Honeſt than ſubtile ; above fraud himſelf, 
Slow therefore to ſuſpect it in another ? 
Jab. You beſt can judge; but ſo the world thinks 


of-him. | 
Zan. Why, that is well—go fetch my tablets 
hither. [* xit Iſabella.] 


Two nights ago, my father's ſacred ſhade 

Thrice ſtalk d around my bed, and ſmil'd upon me; 
He ſmil'd, a joy then little underſtood —— 

It muſt be ſo—and if fo, it is vengeance 

Worth waking of the dead for 

Re-enter Iſabella with the tablets, Zanga writes ; 

then reads as to himſelf. 

Thus it ſtand 

The father's ſixt Don Carlos cannot ved 
Alonzo may — but that will hurt his friend 

Nor can he aſk his leave —or if he did, | 
He might not gain it. —lt is hard to give 
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Our own conſent to ills, tho' we muſt bear them. 
Were it not then a maſter-piece, worth all 


The wiſdom I can boaſt, firſt to perſuade 


Alonzo to requeſt it of his friend, 
His friend to grant - then from that very grant, 
(The ſtrongeſt proof of friendſhip man can give) 
And other motives, to work out a cauſe 
Of jealouſy, to rack lonzo's peace 
Ibave turn'd o'er the catalogue of woes, 
Which ſting the heart of man, and find none ** 
It is the Hydra of calamities, 
The ſeven-fold death: the jealous are the dama'd. 
O jealouſy, each other paſſion's calm 
To thee, thou conflagration of the ſoul ! 
Thou ki7g of torments! the grand counterpoize 
For all the-tranſports beauty can inſpire! 
Laab. Alonzo comes this way. 
Zan, Moſt opportunely. 
Withdraw—T[ Ex. Ifab.] Ye ſubtle 3 which 
reſide 
In courts, and do your work with bows and ſmiles, 
That little engin'ry more miſchievous 
Than fleets and armies, and the cannon's murder, 
Teach me to look a lie; give me your maze 
Of gloomy thought and intricate deſigu, 
To catch the man I hate, and then devour. 
Enter ALONZO. 
My lord, I give you joy. 
Alon. Of what, good Zanga? 
Zan. Is not the lovely Leonora yours ? 
Alen. What will become of Carlos? 
Zan. He's your friend; 
K 2 
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* 
ren: WY «vr vn 8 
And ſince he can't eſpouſd the fait himſelſ, * - A. \ 
Will take ſome comfort from ost fut hne. 4 
gion. Alas! thou little know'ft dhe fored dF le 
Love reigns a ſultan with unrival'd ſuy, n 
Puts all relations, friendſhips ſelf to dent, 
If once he's jealous of it. Iove Cert,” 
Yet well I know what panfts'T felt this moi ning, 
At his intended nuptials. For myſelf 6 
I then felt pains, which now for him I feel. 
Zan. You will not wed her then! 
Alen. Not inſtantly: 
Inſult his broken heart this very moment! 4 
Zan. Iunderſtand you: but you'll wed hereafter, 
When your friend's gone, and his firſt pain — : 
Alen. Am I to blame for tha? * 
Zan. My lord, I love RED 
Your very errors, they are born from virtue. 
Your fliendſhip (and what nobler paſſion claims | 
The heart?) does lead you blin#fold to your ruin. 
Conſiler, wherefore did -Ivarez break 
Don Carlos match, and wherefore urge ongo's? 
*Twas tie ſame cauſe, the love of wealth: to- 
* morrow ' Kt | 
May ſee Alonzo in Don Carlos? fortune. 
A kigher bidder is a better friend; 
And there are princes ſigh for Leonora. 
When your friend's gone, you"! 11 wed; why then 
the cauſe | Je 1 5 ' 
Which pives' vou — „unt veaſe. | 
Carlos has loſt” ber; ſhould you:lolf her too, * 
Why then, you heap new torments on your friend. 
hy tLat reſpect which labour'd to relieve bin 
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'Tis well; be is diſturb'd, it makes him pauſe. [ Hide. ] 
Alon. Think'ſt thou, my Zauga, ſhould l afk 
Don Carlos, 
His goodneſs will conſent that I ſhould ved her! 
Z an. I know it would. 
Alon. Bat then the cruelty 
To aſk it. and for me to aſl: it of him! 
Zan. Methinks you are jevere upon your friew!, 
Who was it gave him liberty and lite? 
lon. That is the very reaſon which ſorbids it. 
Werel a ſtranger, I could freely ſpeak: 
In me it fo reſembles a de nand, 
ExaRting of a debt, it ſhocks my nature. 
Zan. My lord, you kaow the ſad a!ternative, 
Is Leonora worth one pang or not: 
It hurts not me, my lord, but as I iove you; 
Warinly as you, I with Don Carlos well; 
But I am likewiſe Don hege friend: 
There all the defference lyes between us two. 
In me, my lord, you hear another ſelt, 
And give me leave to add, a better too, 
Clear'd from thole errors, witich, tho' caus'd by 
virtue, 
Are ſuch as may bereafter give you pain. 
Don Lopez of Caſlille would not demur thus. 
Klon. Periſi the name! what! facrifice the fair 
To age and ilInefs, becauſe ſet ia gold? 
I' to Don Carlos, if riy heart will let me. 
T have not ſcen him ſince his ſore afflidtiou; 
But ſnunn'd it as too terrible to bear. 
Hew wall I bear it now? I'm ſtruck already. 
Exit Alon.) 
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Zan. Half my work is done. I muſt ſecure 
Don Carles, ere Alonzo ſpeaks with him. 

[ Ee gives a meſſage te a ſervant ; then returns. 
Proud, hated Sparn / oft drench'd in Meori ſh blood, 
Doſt thou not feel a deadly foe within thee ? 
Shake not thy tow'rs where-e'er I paſs along, 
Conſcious of ruin, and their great deſtroyer ? 
Shake to the centre, if <on=0's dear. 

Look down, O holy prophet ! ſee me torture 
This Chriſtian dog, this infidel, which dares 
To ſmite thy votaries, and {purn thy law: 
And yet hopes pleaſure from two radiant eyes, 
Which look as they were lighted up for thee ! 
Shall he enjoy thy paradiſe below ? 
Blaſt the bold thought, and curſe him with her 
charms. 
But ſce the melancholy lover comes. 
Enter Don CarLos. 

Car. Hope, thou haſt told me lyes, from day today, 
For more than twenty years; vile promiler ! 

None here are happy, but the very fool, 

Or very wiſe; and I want fool enough, 

To ſmil in vanities, and hug a ſhadow; 

Nor have I wiſdom to elaborate 

An artificial happineſs frem pains: - 

Ev'n joys are pains becauſe they cannot laſt. [Sighs.] 
Yet much is talk'd of bliſs, it is the art 

Of ſuch as have the world in their poſſeſſion, 
To give it a good name, that fools may envy ; 
For envy to ſmall minds is flattery.. 5 
How many lift the head, look gay, and ſmile 
Againſt their conſciences? and this we know, 
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Yet knowing diſbelieve, and try again 

What we have try'd, and ſtruggle with conviction. 

Each new experience pives the former credit, 

And reverend prey threeſcore is but a voucher, 

That thirty told us true. 

Zan. My noble lord, 

| mourn your fate: but are no hopes ſurviving ? 
Car. No hopes. Alvarez has a beart of ſteel: 

'Tis fixt, tis paſt, tis abſolute deſpair: | 
Zan. Lou wanted not to have your heart made 

tender 

By your own pains to feel a friend's diſtreſs. 

Car. I underſtand you well. Alonzo loves; 

I pity him. 

Zan. 1 dare be ſworn you do. 
Yet he has other thoughts. 
Car What canſt thou mean ? 
Zan. Indeed he has, and fears to alk a favour 

A ſtranger from a ſtranger might requeſt, | 

What. coſts you nothing, yet is all to him; 

Nay what indeed will to your glory add, 

For nothing more than wiſhing your friend well. 
Car. I pray be plain: his happinels is mine. 
Zan. He loves to death, but ſo reveres his friend, 

He can't perſuade his heart to wed the maid, 

Without your leave, and that he fears to aſk. 

In perfect tenderneſs, I urg'd him to it, 

Knowing the deadly fickneſs of his heart, 

Your overflowing goodneſs to your friend, 

Your wiſdom, and deſpair yourſelf to wed her ; 

I wrung a promiſe from him he would try: 

And now 1 come a mutual friend to both, 
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Without his privacy, to let you know it, 


Abd to prepare you kindly to receive him. 


Car. Ha! if he weds, I am andone indeed: 
Not Don Alvarez? ſelf can then relieve me. 

Zan. Aas! my lord you know his h: art is fleel. 
"Tis fixt! tis paſt ! *tis aßſelute deſpair ! 

Car. O cruel Heaven! and is it not enough 
That I muſt never, never ſee her more? 
Say, is it not enough that I mult die; 
But muſt ] be tormented in the grave? 
Aſk my conſent! muſt I then give her to him? 
. Lead to his nuptial ſheets the bluſhing maid ? 
Oh! Leonora ! never, never, never! 


Zan. A ſtotm ot plagues upon him! be refuſes. 


[Aſide. 


Car, What! wed her? and to day ? 
Jav. To- day, or never. 
To-morrow may ſome wealthier lover bring, 
And then lenzo is dra un out like you; 
Then whom ſhall he condemn for his misfortune / 
Carlos is an Alvarez to his love. 


Car. O torment ! whither ſhall I turn ? 


Zan. To peace. 

Car. Which is the way? 

Zan. His happineſs is yours 
I dare not diſbelieve you. 

Car Kill my friend! 
Or worſe ! alas! and can there be a worſe? —— 
A worſe there is; nor can my nature bear it. 


Zan. You haie convinc'd me, *tis a dreadful taſk. 
I find, Slonzo's quitting her this morning 
For Carlo; ſake in tendernch to you, 
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Betray d me to believe it leſi ſevere 5 I 
Than I perceive it is. 

Car. Thou doſt upbraid me. : 
Zang. No, my good lord ; but dess you cur 
d. comply, 
'Tis my misfortune that I mention'd it: 
For had I not, Alenzo would indeed 41 
Have dy'd, as now; but not by your decree. 
Car. By my decree | do F decree his death? 
] do——ſhall I then lead her to bis drm! 
O] which fide ſhall I take? be ſtabb'd? or ſtab 2— 
'Tis _ death, a choice of agonies. 
s. Ab, no! all other agonies are eaſe 
To one — O Leoncra /—never, never ! 1 
Go. Zanga. po, defer the di eadful trial, 
Tho' but a day, ſomethj hance may happen 
To ſoften all t« Aw” to love, 
Go, top my fl end; let me not ſee him now, 
But ſave us fiom an interview of death. a 
Zan, My lord, I'm bound in daty to obey you 
If I not bring him, may e proiper. {.:/:d:.] 
T/*xit Zanga |. 
Car. What is this world? - thy ſchool, O milery | 
Our only leſſon is to learn to ſuffer, 
And he who knows not that, was burn for cothing. 
Tho' deep my pangs, and heavy at my heart, 
My comfort is, each moment takes a way 
A grain at leaſt from the dead load that's on me, 
ind gives a nearer. proſpect of the grave. 
But put it moſt ſererely ——thovid 1 live—— 
Live lagg—Alas ! there is no !engthan: time; 
Not in thy time, O man! what's fourkcore ye rae” | 
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Nay, what indeed, the age of time itſelf, 


Since cut from out eternity's wide round ? 

Away then. To a mind reſoly'd and wile, 
There is an impotence in miſery, 

Which makes me ſmile, when all its ſhafts are in me. 
Yet, Leonora—ſhe can make time long, 

Its nature alter, as ſhe alter d mine. 

While in the luſtre of her charms I lay, 

Whole ſummer ſuns roll'd unperceiv'd away: 

I years for days, and days for moments told, 

And was ſurpris d to hear that I grew old; 

Now fate does rigidly its dues regain, 

And every moment is an ape of pain. 
fs he is going out, enter Zax dA and ALONZO. 

Zanga flops Carlos. 

Zan. Is this Don Caras? this the boaſted friend! 
How can you turn your back upon his ſadneſs ? 
Look on him, and then leave him if you can. 
Whoſe ſorrows thus depreſs him? not his own ; 
This moment he could wed, without your leave. 

Car. Lxannot yield, nor can I bear his griefs. 
Alonzo. [Coing to him, and taking his hand.] 

Alon. O Carlos! 

Car. Pray, forbear. 

Alon. Art thou undone, and ſhall Alonzo ſmile: 
Alonzo! who perhaps in ſome degree 
Contributed to cauſe thy dreadful fate; 

I was deputed guardian of thy love; 

But, oh! I lov'd myſelf. Pour down affliftions 
On this devoted head; make me your mark.; 
And be the world by my example taught, 

How ſacred it ſhould hold the name of friend. 
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Car. You charge yourſelf unjuſtly ; well I know 
The only cauſe of my ſevere affliction. 
Alvarez, curs'd Alvarez—ſo mach anguifh 
Felt for ſo ſmall a failure, is one merit 
Which faultleſs virtue wants. The crime was mine, 
Who plac'd thee there. where only thoucouldyſt fail ; 
Tho? well I knew that dreadful poſt of honour 
I gave thee to maintain. Ab! who could bear 
Thoſe eyes unhurt ? the wounds myſelf have felt, 
(Which wounds alone ſhould cauſe me to condemn 
thee) 
They plead in thy excuſe ; for I too ſtrove 
To ſhun thoſe fires, and found *twas not in man. 
Alon You caſt in ſhades the failures of a friend, 
And ſoften all; but think not you deceive me: 
I know my guilt, and | implore your pardon, 
As the ſole glimpſe I can obtain of peace. 
Car. Pardon for him, who but this morning threw 
Fair Leonora from his heart, all bath'd 
In ceaſcleſs tears, and bluſhing with her love? 
; Who, like a roſe-leaf wet with morning dew, 
4.1 Would have ſtuck cloſe, and clung for ever there? 
But twas in thee, thro" fondneſs to thy friend, 
To ſhut thy boſom againſt ecſtaſies; 
ne! {MW for which, whilft this pulle beats, it beats to thee; 
While this blood flows, it flows tor my /onzo, 
And every wiſh is levell'd at thy joy 
. Zan, [to Alen.] My lord, my lord, this is your 
time to ſpeak. 
Hon. [to Zan. ] Becauſc he's kind? it therefore 
is the worlt; 
For tis his kindneſs which I fear to hurt. 


"> 


I have no other love but Carlos now. 


| Shall be tranſparent, naked every thought, 


Thou lt know one day, that thou waſt held moſt dear, 
Furewel. 
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Sha)! the ſame moment ſee him fink in woes, 
And me providing for a flood of joys, 

Rich in the plunder of his happineſs? 


No, I may die; but I can never ſpeak⸗- . 


Car. Now, now it coves! they are concirting it. 
The firſt word ſtrikes me dead—O Leona? 
And hall another taſte her fregrant breath ? 
Who knows what, after - me may bring to > paſs: k 


Fathers maychange, and I may wed her ſtill. Lide. 


Alan. {to Dot e bim quite poſſeſs d 
with anguiſh, 
Which, like a deorbn, writhes him to and fro? 
And ſhall Ipour in new ? no, fond deſire, 
No, love! ane pang at parting, and farewel. 


CaraAlas! my friend, why with ſuch eager praſp 
Doſt preſs my hand, and weep upon my cheek ? 
Alon If after death our forms (as ſome believe) 


And friends meet friends, and read each other's hearts, 


Car. Alonzo, ſtay he cannot fpeak—[ Holds him 
Leſt it ſnouſd grieve me - ſhall I be outdone ? 
And loſe in glory. as loſe in love? { Aſide.) 
I take. it much unkindly, my Alonzo, 

You think ſo meanly of me, not to ſpeak, 

When well I know your heart is near to burſting. 
Have you forgot how you have bound me to you! 
Your ſmalleſt friendſhip's liberty and tife. 

Alon There, there it is, my friend it cuts me ther 
How dreadful is it to a gen'rous mind 
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To aſk, when ſure it cannot be deny'd! 
Car. How greatly thought! in all he tow'rs 
above me, F Aide.) 
Then you confeſs you would aſk ſomething of we. 
lon. No, on my ſoul. 
Zan [to Alon.) Then loſe her. 
Car. Glorious ſpirit ! 
Why, what a pang has he run through for this ? 
By heav'n, I envy bim his agonies 
Why was not mine the moſt illuſtrious lot, 
Of ſtarting at one action from below, 
And flaming up into conſummate greatneſs ? 
Ha! angels, ſtrengthen me !—it ſhall be ſo— 
Ican't want ſtrength. Great actions, once conceiv'd, 
Strengthen like wine, and animate the ſoul, 
And call themſelves to being [A ſide.] — My. Aon 
Since thy great ſoul diſdains to make requeſt, 
Receive with favour that I make to thee. 
Alon, What means my Carlos? 
Car. Pray obſerve me well. 
Fate and Aovarez tore her from my hea:t, 
And plucking up my love, they had well nigh 
Piuck'd up lite too, for they were twin'd together, 
Of that no more—what now docs reaſon bid ? 
] cannot wed farewe! my happineſs; 
But, O my ſoul, with care provide tor her's. 
In life, how weak, how helpiels is a woman! 
Soon hurt, in happine ſs itſelf unſate, 
And often wounded while ſhe plucks the roſe; 
So propei1ly the object of affliction, 
That heav'n is pleas'd to make diſtreſs become he: . 
And dreſſes her moſt amiably in tears. 
Vo II. L 
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Take then my heart in dowry with the fair. 

Be thou her guardian, and thou muſt be mine, 
Shut out the thouſand preſſing ills of life 

With thy ſurrounding arms Do this, and then 
Set down the liberty and life thou pav'ſt me, 
As little things, as eſſays of thy goodneſs, 

And rudiments of friendſhip ſo divine. 

Alen There is a grandeur in thy goodneſs to me, 
Which with thy foes would render thee ador'd. 
But have a care, nor think I can be pleas'd 
With any thing that lays in pains for thee. 

Thou doſt diſſemble, and thy heart's in tears. 

Car. My heart's in health, my ſpirits dance their 

round, 
And at my eye pleaſure looks out in ſmiles. 

Alon. And canſt thou, canſt thou part with Leo- 

nora © 

Car. I do not part with her, I give her thee. 

Alon. O Carlos“ 

Car. Don't diſtruſt me, I'm ſincere. 

Nor is it more than {imple juſtice in me. 
This morn didſt thou reſign her for my ſake; 
I but perform a virtue learnt from thee; 
Diſcharge a debt, and pay her to thy wiſhes. 
on. Ah, how ? —but think not ever words were 
made 
For ſuch occaſions. Silence, tears, embraces, 
Are languid eloquence: I'll ſeek relief 
In abſence from the pain of ſo much goodneſs, 
Thete thank the bleſt above, thy ſole ſuperiors, 


Adore, and raiſe my thoughts of them by thee. Exit. ] 
Zan. Ties far ſucceſs hascrown'd my boldeſt hope. 
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My next care is to haſten theſe new nuptials, 

And then my maſter-works begin to play. Aide. 

Why that was greatly done, without one ſigh, 

[To Carlos.] 

To carry ſuch a glory to its period. 

Car. Too ſoon thou praiſeſt me. He's gone, and 
now 

I muſt unſluice my over burden'd heart, 

And let it flow. I would not grieve my friend 

With tears ; nor interrupt my great deſign, 

Great ſure as ever human breaſt durſt think of. 

But now my lorrows, long with pain ſuppreſt, 
Burſt their confinement with impetuous ſway, 
O'erſwell all bounds, and bear e'en life a way. 
So till the day was won, the Cree renown'd 
With anguiſh wore the arrow in his wound, 
Then drew the ſhaft from out his tortur'd ſide, 
Let guſh the torrent of his blood, and dy'd. 


LExeunt.] 


ern enn t 


Enter ZAXGA and ISABELLA, 
Zan. JOY, tou welcome ſtranger! twice 
three years | 
I have not felt thy vital beam; but now 
It warms my veins, and plays around my heart ; 
A fiery inſtinct lifts me from the ground, 
And I could mount the ſpirits numberleſs 
Of my dear countrymen, which yeſterday 
Left their poor bleeding bodies on the field, 
Are all aſſembled here, and o'er inform me. — 
| 2 | 
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O bridegroom ! great indeed thy preſent bliſs ; 
Yet ev'n by me unenvy'd ; for be ſure 
It is thy laſt, thy laſt ſmile, that which now 
Sits on thy cheek ; enjoy it while thou mayꝰſt; 
Anguiſh, and groans, and death beſpeak to-morrow. 
My I/abella! 

s. What commands, my Moor? 

Jun. My fair ally ! my lovely miniſter ! 
'Twas well 7 varez, by my arts impell'd, 
(To plunge Don Carlos in the lalt deſpair, 
And ſo prevent all future moleſtation) 
Finiſh'd the nuptials ſoon as Le reſolv'd them: 
This conduct ripen'd all for me, and ruin. 
Scarce bad the prieſt the holy rite perform'd, 
When l, by ſacred inſpiration, forg'd 
That letter, which I truſted to thy band ; 
That letter, which in glowing terms conveys, 
Fiom happy Carlos to fair Leonera, 
The moi profound zcknowledgment of heart, 
For wond'rous tranſports, which he never knew. 
This is a good ſubſer vient artifice, 
To aid the ncbler workings of my brain. 

Js. I quickly drop'd it ia the brice's apart- 

ment, 

As you commanded. 

Zan. With a lucky hand; 
For ſoon Alonzo found it; I obſerv'd bim 
From out my ſcret ſtand He took it up: 
But ſcarce was it unfolded to his ſight, 
M hen he, as if an arrow pierc'd his eye, 
Started, and, trembling, drop'd it on the ground, 
Pale and agbaſt a while my victim food, 
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Diſguis'd a ſigh or two, and puff'd them from him : 
Then rubb'd his brow, and took it up again. 
At firſt he look'd, as if he meant to read it ; 
But check'd by riſing fears, he cruſh'd it thus, 
And thruſt it, like an adder, in his boſom. 
I/ab. But if he read it not, it cannot ſting U im, 
At leaſt not mortally. 
Zan. Ar firſt I thought ſo; 
But farther thought informs me otherways, 
And turns this diſ:ppointment to account. 
He more ſhall credit it, becauſe unlcen, 
{If 'tis unſeen) as thou anon may'it find. 
Jſab. That would indeed commend my Z arga's 
Acill. 
Zan. This, Iſabella, is Don Car/os' picture; 
Take it, and ſo diſpoſe of it, that found, 
It may raiſe up a witneſs of ber love, 
Under her pillow, in her cabinet, 
Or elſewhere, as ſhall beſt promote our end. 
Lab. I'll weigh it as its conſequence requires, 
Then do my utmoſt to deſerve your ſimile. 
[Exit Iſab.) 
Zan. Is that Aonzo proſtrate on the ground! 
Now he ſtarts up like flame from ſleeping embers, 
And wild diſtraction glares from either eye. 
It thus a flight ſurmiſe can work his doul, 
How will the fuloeſs of the teinpeit tear him! 
Enter ALONZ9. 
Alon. And yet it cannot be—I am deceiv'd— 
] injure her: ſhe wears the tace of heav'n. 
Zen. He doubts. [Aids- J 
Aon. I dare not look on this again. 
L 3 
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V the firſt glance, which gave ſuſpicion only, 
Had ſuch effect, fo ſmote my heart and brain, 
The certainty would daſh me all in pieces. 
I caunot— ha ! it muſt, it muſt be true, ['Starts.? 
Zan, Hold there, and we ſucceed. He has de- 
icry'd me. 
And (for he thinks I love him) will unfold 
i lis aching heart, and reſt it on my counſel. 
I'll ſcem to go, to make my ſtay more ſure. © Aſide. 
Von. Hold, Zanga, turn. 
an. Ny lord. 
ion. Shut cloſe the door, 
That not a ſpirit find an entrance here. 
Z an. My lord's obey'd. 
Aon. 1 ſee that thou art frighted. 
If thou doſt love me, I ſhall fill thy heart 
With ſcorpion ſtings. 
Zan lt I dolove, my lord? 
nion. Come near me, let me reſt upon thy boſon, 
What pillow like the boſom of a friend!?) 
For I am lick at heart. 
Zan. Speak, Sir, O ſpeak, 
And take me from the rack ! 
Alon. And is there need 
Or words? Behold a wonder ! See my tears ! 
Zan. | feel them too. Heav'n grant my ſenſes 
fail me! 
I rather would loſe them, than have this real. 
ion. Go, take a round through all things in 
thy thought, 
And find that one; for there is only one 
W hich could extort my tears; find that, and tell 


wa 


Or, 
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Thyſelf my miſery, and ſpare me the pain. 

Z an. Sorrow cat. think but ill lam bewilder's ; 
1 know not where | am. 

Alon. I hiok. think no more. 
It ne'er can enter in an honelt heart. 


I'il tcll thee then. I cannot yet 1 do, 
By wanting torce to give it utterance. 
Jan. Speak, eaſe your heart; its throbs will 
wreak your boſom. 
on. lam molt happy; mine is victory, 
Mine the king's farour, mine the nation's ſhuut, 
Aud great men make their fortunes of my [:niles. 
O curſe of curſes! in the lap of bleſſug 
To be moſt curſt my Leonora's falſe! 
Zan. Save me, my lord. 
Alon. My Leonora's falle. [Gives him the letter. 
Zan. Then heaven has loit its image here on 
earth. 
While Tanga reads the letter, he trembles 
and ſhews the utmoſt concern. 
Aon. Good-natur'd man! he makes my pains his. 
own. 
] durſt not read it, but I read it now 
ln thy concern. | 
Zan, Did you not read it then ? 
Alon. Mine eye juſt touch'd it, and could bear 
no more, 
Zan. Thus periſh all that gives Hlonzo pain. 
[Tears the letter.] 
lon, Why didſt thou tear it? 
Zan. Think of it no more. 
'Twas your miſtake, and groundleſs are your fears 
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Alon. And didſt thou tremble then for my miſtake? 


Or pive the whole contents, or dy the pangs ( 
That feed upon my heart thy life's in danger. 

Zan. Is this Hlenzo's language to his Zanga * a 
Draw forth your ſword, and find the ſecret here. 


For whoſe ſake is it, think vou, I conceal it? 
Wherefore this rage? becauſe I ſeek your peace? 

I have no intereſt in ſuppreſſiag it, 

But what good-natur'd tenderneſs for you 

Obliges me to have. Not mine the heart 

That will be rent in two, not mine the fame 
That will be damn'd, tho' all the world ſhould 


know it. 
Aon. Then my worſt fears are true, and life is 
f paſt. 


Jan. What has theraſhneſs of my paſſion utter'd ! 
I know not what ; but rage is our diſtraction, 
And all its words are wind—yet ſure, I think, 
I nothing own'd—but grant I did confeſs, 
What is a letter? letters may be forg'd. 
For heav'n's ſweet ſake, my lord, lift up your heart ; 
Some foe to your repoſe | 
Alon. So heav'n look on me, 
As I can't find the man I have offended. 
Zan. Indeed! [de.] Our innocence is not 
our ſhield. 
They take offence, who have not been offended; 
They ſeek our ruin too, who ſpeak us fair, 
And death is often ambuſh'd in our ſiniles. 
We know not whom we have to fear. Tis certain 
A letter may be forg'd; and in a point 
Of ſuch a dreadfu) conſequence as this, 1 


t > 
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One would rely on nought that might be falle — 
Think have you any other cauſe to doubt her? 


Away, you can find none. Reſume your ſpirit, 
All's well again. 


Aon. O that it were! 
Zan. It is: 
For wha would credit that, which credited, 
Makes hell ſuperfluous by ſuperior pains, 
Without ſuch proofs as cannot be withſtood ? 
Has ſhe not ever been to virtue train'd ? 
1; not her fame as ſpotleſs as the ſun, 
Her ſex's envy, and the boaſt of Spain? 
Alon. O Zangs! it is that confounds me moſt, 
Thot full in oppoſition to appearance 
Zan. No more, my lord, for youcondemn yourſelf 
V hat is ablurdity but to believe 
Againſt appearance? — you can't yet, I find, 
Subdue your paſſiou to your Fetter ſeul- ; 
And truth to tell, it does not much dip!» ife me. 
Tis fit our indiſcretions ſhould be check'd 
Wich ſome degrees of pain. 
Aon. What indiſcretion? 
Jau. Come, you mult bear to hear your faults 
fro n me. 
H:d you not ſent Don Carios to the court 
The night before the battle, that foul flave, 
Who forg'd the ſenſeleſs ſcroll which gives you pain, 
Had wanted footing for his villainy. 
Alon. I ſent him not. 
Zan. Not lend him —ha— that ſtrikes me. 
I thought he came on meſſage to the king. 
Is there another cauſe could juſtify 
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His ſhunning danger, and the promis'd fight? 
But I perhaps may think too r igidly; 
So long an abſe nce and impatiept love 
Alon. In my confuſion, that had quite eſcap'd me. 
By beav'n, my wounded foul does bleed afreſh ; 
"Tis clear as day—for Carlos is ſo brave, 
He lives not but on fame, he hunts for danger, 
And is enamour d of the face of death. 
How then could he decline the next day's battle, 
But for the tranſports? O, it muſt be fo— 
Iobuman, by the loſs of his own honour, 
To buy the ruin of his friend! 
Zan. You wrong him; 
He knew not of. your love. 


Alon, Ha! 

Zan. That ſtings home. [ Aſide Þ 

Alon. Indeed he knew not of my treacherous 
1o ve 


Proofs riſe on proofs, and ſtill the laſt the ſtrongeſt, 
Th' eternal law of things declares it true, 
Which calls for judgments on diſtinguiſh'd guilt, 
And loves to make our crime our puniſhment. 
Love is my torture, love was firſt my crime ; 
For ſhe was his, my friend's, and he (O horror!) 
Confided all in me. O ſacred faith 
How dearly I abide thy violation! 

Zan. Were then their loves far gone ? 

Alon. The father's will 

There bore a total ſvay; and he, as ſoon. 
As news arriv'd that Carlos fleet was ſeen 
From off our coaſt, fir d with the love of gold, 
Determin d, that the very ſup which ſaw 
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Carlos return, ſhould fee his daughter wed. 


Zan. Indeed. my lord, then you muſt pardon me, 


If I preſume to mitigate the crime. 

Conſider, ſtrong allurements ſoften guilt ; 

Long was his abſenc e, ardent was his love, 

At mdnight his return, the next di deltin'd 

For his eſpouſals——'twas a ſtrong temptation. 


Alon. Temptation! 


Zan, 'Twas but gaining of one night. 
Alon. One night! 


Zan. That crime could ne'er return again. 
Hon. Again! by heav'n. thou doſt inſult thy lord. 


Temptation! one night gain'd! O ſtings and death! 


And am I then undone ? alas, my Zarga!/ 

and doſt thou own it too? deny it ſtill, 

ind reſcue me one moment from diſtraction. 
Zan. My lord, I hope the beſt. 

Alon. Falſe, fooliſh hope, 

nd inſolent to me thou know'ſt it falſe ; 

tis as glaring as the noon-tide ſun. 

Devil! this morning, after three years coldneſs, 
o ruſh at once into a paſſion for me ! 

Twas time to feign, twas time to get another, 
hen her firlt fool was ſated with her beauties. 
Zan What ſays my lord ? did Leonora then 
ever before diſcloſe her paſſion for you ? 

Alon. Never. 

Zan. Throughout the wl.ole three years 
Alon. O never! never 

Why, Zanga, ſhould'ſt thou ſtrive? 'tis all in vain! 
bo* thy ſoul labours, it .can find no reed 

or hope to catch at. Ah! I'm plunging dows 


1:2 THE REVENGE. 


Ten thouſand thouſind fathoms in deſpair, 
Zan. Hold, Sir, I'll break your fall—wave ey'ry 
fear, 
And be a man again had he enjoy'd her, 
Be moſt affur'd, he had reſign'd her to you 
With leſs reluctance. 
on Ha! reſign her to me! 
Reſign her | —who reſign d ber? double death 
How could I doubt fo long? my heart is broke. 
Firſt love her to diſtraction ! then reſign her! 
Zan. But was it not with utmoſt agony ? 
Alon. Grant that, he ftill reſign'd her, tha:“ 
enough. | 
Would be pluck out his eye to give it me? 
Tear out his heart? — ſhe was his heart no more 
Nor was it with reluctance he reſign'd her. 
By heav'n, he aſk'd, he courted me to wed. 
I thought it ſtrange ; tis now no longer ſo. 
Zan. Was't his requeſt ?' are you right ſure of 
that ?— 
I fear the letter was not all a tale. 
Alon. A tale! there's proof equivalent to fight. 
Zan I ſhould diſtruſt my ſight on this occaſion. 
Alon And ſo ſhould I; by heav'n T think I ſhould. 
What, Leonora the divine, by whom 
We pueſs'd at angels? O! I'm all confuſion, 
Zan, You are 'now too much ruffled to think 


clearly. 
Since bliſ- and horror, life and death hang on it, 


Go to your chamber, there maturely weigh 
Fach circumſtance; conſider, abore all, 


Tbat it is jealouſy's peculiar nature 
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To ſwell {mall things to great; nay, out of nought 
To conjure much, and then to loſe its reaſon, 
Amid the hideous phantoms it has form'd. 

Alon. Had I ten thouſand lives, I'd give them all 
To be deceiv'd. I fear tis doomſday with me; 
And yet ſhe ſeem'd fo pure, that I thought heav'n 
Borrow'd her form for virtue's ſelf to wear, 

To gain her lovers with the ſons of men. 
[Exit Alon.) 
Enter ISABELLA. 

Zan, Thus far it works auſpiciouſly. My patient 
Thrives underneath my hand in miſery. 

He's gone to think, that is, to be diſtracted. 

I/ab. 1 overheard your conference, and ſaw you, 
To my amazement, tear the letter. 

Zan. There, 

There, I/ab-1la, I out-did myſelf. 
For tearing it, I not ſecure it only 
In its firit force; but ſaperadd a new. 


e For who can now the character examine, 
To cauſe a doubt, muc" leſs detect the fraud ? 
And after tearing it, as loth to ſhew 
mit The foul contents, if I ſhould ſwear it now 
on A forgery, my lord would ditbelieve me, 
* Nay more, would diſbelieve, the more I ſwore. 
But is the picture happily diſpos'd of ? 
rick Lab. It is. 
* Zan. That's well ah! what is well! O pang 
to think ! 


it, 


O dire. neceſſity! is this my province! 
Whither, my ſoul, ah! whither art thou ſunk 


Beneath thy . ? ere » while, far, far above 
Vo. II. M 
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Such little arts, diſſemblings, falſehoods, frauds, f 
The traſh of villainy itſelf, which falls F 
To cowards, and poor wretches wanting bread, 

Does this become a ſoldier ? this become Y 


Whom armies followed, and a people lov'd ? 

My martial glory withers at the thought, 

But great my end; and fince there are none other, 14 
Theſe means are juſt, they ſhine with borrowed 


light, 

Illuftrious from the purpoſe they purſue. V 
And greater ſure my merit, who to gain * 
A point ſublime, can ſuch a taſk ſuſtain; B 
To wade thro* ways obſcene, my honour bend, 0 
And ſhock my nature, to attain my end : St 
Late time ſhall wonder: that my joys will raiſe; 
For wonder is involuntary praiſe. R 
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Enter ALonZzo and ZANGA. 
Alonzo. What a pain to think! when ey'ry 
thought, 

Perplexing thought ! in intricacies runs, 
And reaſon knits th' inextricable toil, 
In which berſelf is taken! I am loſt, 
Poor inſect that I am, I am invol d, 
And bury'd in the web myſelf have wrought. 
One argument is balanc'd by another, 
And reaſon, reaſon meets in doubtful fight, 
And proofs are countermin'd by equal proofs. 
No more I'll bear this battle of the mind, 

_ This inward anarchy ; but find wy wife, 
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And to her trembling heart preſenting death, 
Force all the ſecret from her. 
Zan. O forbear! 
You totter on the very brink of ruin. 
Alon. What doſt thou mean ? 
Zan. That will diſcover all, 
„Aud kill my hopes; what can I think or do? LAſide.] 
Alon. What doſt thou murmur ?, 
Zan, Force the ſecret from her! 
What's perjury to ſuch a crime as this? 
Will ſhe confeſs it then ! O groundlels hope 
But reſt afſur'd, ſhe'll make this accuſation, 
Or falſe or true, your ruin with the king: 
Such is her father's power. 
iſe; Alon. No more, I care not; 
Rather than groan beneath this load, I'll die. 
Zan. But for what better will you change this 
load ? 
Grant you ſhould know it, would not that be worſe ? 
Alon. No, it would cure me of my mortal pangs, 
By hatred and contempt : I ſhould deſpiſe her; 
ad all my love-bred agonies would. vaniſh, 
Zan. Ah! were I ſure of that, my lord 
Alon. What then? 
Z an. You ſhould not hazard life to gain the ſecret. 
Aon. What doſt thou mean? thou know'ſt I'm 
on the rack ; 
ul not be play'd with; ſpeak, if thou haſt aught, 
Or I this inſtant fly to Leonora. 
Zan. That is, to death. My lord, I am not yet 
Quite ſo far gone in guilt to ſuffer it, 
ho' gone toofar, Heav'n knows—'tis I am guilty.— 
M 2 
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I have took pains, as you I know obſerv'd, 
To hinder you from diving in the ſecret, 


Ard turn'd aſide your thoughts from the detectior. 


Alon. Thou doſt confound me. 

Zan. I confound myſelf, 
And frankly own, though to my ſhame I own it, 
Nought but your life in danger could have torn 
The ſecret out, and made me own my cri.ne. 

Aion. Speak quickly ; Zanga, ſpeak. 

Zar. Not yet, dread dir: 
Firſt I muſt be aſſur q, that if you find 
T he fair one guilty, ſcorn, as you aſſur'd me, 
Shall conquer love and rage, and heal your ſoul, 

Alon. O! it will, by Hear'n. 

Zan. Alas ! I fear it much, 
And ſcarce can hope fo far; but I of this 
Exact your ſolemn oath, that you'll abſtain 
From all ſelf- violence, and ſave my lord. 

Alon. I trebly ſwear. 

Zan. You'll bear it like a man ? 

Aon. A god. 


Zan. Such have you been to me thcie tears con. 


feſs it, 

And pour'd forth miracles of kindneſs on me: 
And what amends is now within my pow'r, 
But to confeſs, expoſe myſelf to juſtice, 
And as a bleſſing claim my puniſhmen: ? 
Know then, Don Carlos. 
Alen. Oh! 

Zan. You cannot bear it. 


Alon. Go on; I'll have it, tho' it blaſt mankind 


I'll have it all, and inſtantly. Go on, 


yi — 4 4 30 
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Zan. Don Carlos did return at dead of night — 
Enter LEONXORA. 
Leon. My Lord 4lon:29, you are abſent from us, 
And quite undo our joy. 
Alon. I'll come, my love: 
Be not our friends deſerted by us both; 
I'll follow you this moment. 
Leon. My good lord, 
do obſerve ſæverity of thought 
Upon your brow. Aught hear you from the 7\[9crs © 
Alon. No, mv delight. 
Leon. What then employ'd your mind ? 
len. Thou, love, and only thou; fo Heav'n be- 
tftriend me, 
As other thought can fiad no entrance here. 
Leon. How good in you, my lord, whom nations 
cares 
Solicit, and a world in arms obey, . 
To drop one thought on me 
[ He ſhews the utmoſt impatience.) 
Alon, Doſt thou then prize it? 
Leon. Do you then aſk it ? 
Alon. Know then to thy comfort, 
Thou haſt me all; my throbbing heart is full 
With thee alone, I've thought of nothing elſe; 
Nor ſhall, I from my ſoul believe, till death. 
My life, our friends expect thee. 
Leon, | obey, [Exit Leonora. J 
Alon. Is that the face of curs'd hypocrily ? 
If ſhe is guilty, ſtars are made of darkneſs, 
And beauty ſhall no more belong to bead n.— 
Don Carlos did return at dead of nig*t 5 
M 3 
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Proceed, good Z anga, fo thy tale began. 
Zan. Don Carlos did return at dead of night, 
That night, by chance (ill chance for me) did I 
Command the watch that guards the palace gate. 
He told me he had letters for the king, 
Diſpatch'd from you, | 
Lon. The villain lied. 
Zan. My lord, | 
I pray forbear tranſported at this ſight, 
After ſo long a bondage, and your friend, 
(Who could ſuſpect him cf an artifice?), 
No farther I inquir'd, but let him paſs, 
Falſe to my truſt, at leaſt imprudent in it. 
Our watch reliev'd, I went iuto the garden, 
As is my cuſtom, when the night's ſerene, 
And took a moon-light walk; when foon I heard 
A ruſtling in an arbour that was near me. 
I faw two lovers in each other's arms. 
Embracing and embrac'd. Anon the man 
Aroſe, and falling back ſome paces from her, 
Gaz'd ardently a while, then ruſh'd at once, 
And throwing all himſelf into her boſom, 
There ſoftly ſigh'd; “O night of ecſtaſy ! 
© When ſhall we meet again? Don Carlos then 
Led Leonora forth. 
Alon. O! O my heart! [He ſinks into a chair. 
Zan. Groan on, and with the ſound refreſh my 
ſoul. 
"Tis thro? bis heart; his knees ſmite one another; 
Tis thro' his brain; his eye-balls roll in anguiſh. 
[aſide] 
My lord, my lord, why will you rack my ſoul? 
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Speak to me, let me know that you ſtill live. 
Do you not know me, Sir? pray look upon me; 
You think too deeply, I am your own Zanga, 
So lov'd, fo cheriſh'd, and fo faithful to you. 
Where ſtart you in ſuch fury? nay, my lord, 
For Heav'n's ſake ſheath your ſword ! what can 
this mean. ? 

Fool that I was, to truſt you with the ſecret ; 
And you unkind, to break your word with me. 
O paſſion for a woman ? on the ground? 
Where is your boaſted courage? where your ſcorn, 
And prudent rage that was to cure your grief, 
And chaſe your love-bred agonies away ? 
Riſe, Sir, for honour's ſake, Why ſhould tle Moor-, 
Why ſhould the vanquiſh'd, triumph ? 

Alon. Would to Heav'n, 
That I were lower ſtill! O ſhe was all! 
My fame, my friendſhip, and my love of arms, 
All ſtoop'd to her; my blood was her poſſeſſion. 
Deep in the ſecret foldings of my heart 
She liv'd with life, and far the dearer ſhe. 
But—and no moe ſet nature in a blaze, 
Give her a fit of jealouſy away 
To think on't is the torment of the damn'd; 
And not to think on't, is impoſſible. 
How fair the cheek, that firſt alarm d my ſoul 
How bright the eye, that ſets it on a flame! 
How ſoft the breaſt, on which I laid my peace 
For years to ſlumber, unawak'd by care! 
How fierce the tranſport ! how ſublime the bliſß 
How deep, how black the horror, and deſpair. 

Zan. You ſaid, you'd bear it like a man, 
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Aen. 1 do. \ 
Am I not moſt diſtracted ? 

Zan. Pray be calm. . 

Alon. As hurricanes: be thou aſſur'd of that. 

Zan. Is this the wiſe {/onzo ? 


Alon. Villain, no. 
He dy'd in th* arbour, he was murder'd there: 
I am bis demon tho'—my wife! my wife — 
Zan. Alas! he weeps. 
Alon. Go, dig her grave. 
Zan. My lord ! t 
Alon. But that her blood's. too hot, I would 
carouſe it 
Around my bridal board. 
Zan. And I would pledge thee. LAſide.] 
Aon. But I may talk too faſt. Pray let me think, 
And reaſon mildly. — Wedded, and undone, 
Before one night deſcends——O-haity evil! 
What friend to comfort me in this extreme ! 
Where's Carlos why is Car/es abſent from me? 
Does he know what has bappen'd ? 
Z an, My good lord! 
Alon. O depth of. horrors !—he ! my boſom 
friend ! 
Zan. Alas! compoſe yourſelf, my lord. 
Alon. To death. 
Gaze on her with both eyes ſo ardently ! 
Give them to vultures, tear them all in pieces 
Zan. Moſt excellent [ Ade. J 
Alon. Hark ! you can keep a ſecret. 


In yonder arbour bound with jeſſamin, 
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Who's that ? what villain's that? unband her 
murder 
Tear them aſunder—murder—how they grind 
My heart betwixt them! O let go my heart! 
Yet let it go—embracing and embrac'd! 
O peltilence ! who let him in? a traitor. 
[Goes to ,a Zanga, he prevents him.] 
Alas! my head turns round, and my limbs fail me. 
Zan. My lord! 
Alon. O viilain, villain, moſt accurs'd' 
If thou did'ſt know it, why did'ſt let me wed ? 
Zan. Hear me, my lord, your anger will abate, 
knew it not, I ſaw them iu the garden; 
But ſaw no more than you might well expect 
To ſee in lovers deitin'd for each other. 
By Heav'n I thought their meeeing innocent. 
Who could ſ{u[pett fair L25nora's virtue? 
Till after proofs coulpire to blacken it; 
Sad proofs, which came toolate, which broke not oat 
(Eternal curſes on Alvarez waſte) 
Till holy rites had made the wanton yours; 
And then, I own, I laboun'd to conceal it, 
In duty and compaſſion: o your peace. 
Alon, Live now, be damn'd bereafter ; for 1 
want thee. 
9 night of ecſtaſy /! ba! was't not ſo? 
I will enjoy this murder let me think— 
The jels'min bow'r, 'tis ſecret and remote; 
Go, wait me there, and take thy dagger with thee. 
[Exit Zanga. ] 
How the ſweet found ſtill ſings within my ear! 
IFhen ſhall we meet again? to- right, in bell. 


142 THE REVENGE. 


A he is going out, enter LEONORA, 
Ha! I'm furpriz'd, I ſtagger at her charms. 
O angel-devil !—fſhall I tab her now ? 
No, it ſhall be as I had firſt determin'd: . 
To kill her now were half my vengeance loſt. 
Then I muſt now diflemble—if 1 can. 
Leon. My lord, excuſe me, ſee, a ſecond time Ir 
I come in embaſſy from all your friends, 80 
Whoſe joys are languid, uninſpir d by you. 
Alon, This moment, Lecnora, I was coming 
To thee, and all - but ſure, or I miſtake, 
Or thou canſt well inſpire my friends with joy. 
Leon. Why ſighs my lord? 
Alon. I ſigh'd not, Leonora. 
Leen. I thought you did; your ſighs are mine, 
my lord, 
And I ſhall feel them all. 
Alon. Doſt flatter me? 
Leon. If my regards for you are flattery, 
Full far indeed I ftretch'd the 3 A 
In this day's folemn rite. 0 
Alon, What rite? 
Leon. Yau ſport me. 
Alan. eee Is 
Leon. And fo is mine !] look on chearfulneſs, 1 
Ax on the health of virtue. V 
Y 
N 


= XxX > 


Alon. Virtue - damn 

Leon. What ſays my lord? 

Aon. Thou art exceeding fair. 

Leon. Beauty alone is but of little worth; 
But when the ſout and body of a piece, 
Both ſhine alike, then they obtais a price, 
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And are a fit reward for gallant actions, 
Heav'n's pay on earth for ſuch great ſouls as yours ; 
If fair and innocent, I am your due, 

Aon. Innocent! [ Afide.] 

Leon. How! my lord! I interrupt you. 

Alon No, my beſt life, I muſt not part with thee: 
This hand is mine. O! what a hand is here! 
So ſoft, ſouls ſink into it, and are loſt! 

Leon. In tears, my lord! 

Alon. What leſs can ſpeak my joy ? 
I gaze, and I forget my own exiſtence; 
'Tis all a viſion, my head ſwims in heav'n. 
Wherefore? O! wherefore this expence of beauty? 
And wherefore? O 
Why, I could gaze upon tby looks for ever, 
And drink in all my being from thine eyes; 
And I could ſnatch a flaming thunderbolt, 
And hurl deſtruction. 

Leon. How, wy lord! what mean you? 
Acquaint me with the ſecret of your heart, 
Or caſt me out for ever from your love. 

Alon. Art thou concern'd for me?. 

Leon, My lord, you fright me. 
Is this the fondneſs of your nuptial hour? 
I am ill-as'd, my lord, I mult not bear it. 
Why, when I woo your hand, is it deny'd me: 
Your very eyes, why are tbey taught to ſhun me? 
Nay, my good lord, I have a title bere, 


[Taking his hand.] 
And I will have it. Am I not your wife? 
Have I not juſt authority to know 


| That heart, which I have ꝓurchas d with my own? 
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Lay it before me then, it is my due. 0 
Unkind Aon zo, tho' I might demand it, 1 
Behold, I kneel ! ſee, Leonora kneels, 

And deigns to be a begpar tor her own ! T 
Tell me the ſecret, | conjure-you tell me. N 
The bride foregoes the homage of her day, D 
Alvare=" daughter trembles ia the duſt. 0 
Speak then, I charge you ſpeak, or I expire, C. 


And load you with my death. My lord - my lord! IL. 
Alon. Ha! ha! ha! [He breaks from her, aud D 
ſhe finks upon the floor] IT 
L. con. Are theſe the joys which fondly I conceiv d 
And is it thus a wedded life begins? I 
What did I part with when I gave my heart? 
] knew not that all happineſs went with it. 
Why did I leave my tender father's wing, 
And venture into love? the maid that loves, 
Goes out to ſea upon a ſhatter'd plank, 
And puts her truft in miracles for ſafety. 
Where ſhall I ſigh? where pour out my complaint! 
He that ſhould hear, ſhould ſuccour, ſhould redrels, 
He is the ſource of all. 
Alon Go to the chamber. 
] ſoon will follow; that which now diſturbs thee 
Shall be clear'd up, and thou ſhalt not condemn me. 
[ Exit Leonora. 
O, how hike innocence ſhe looks! what, ſtab her, 
And ruſh her into blood? I never can. 
In her, guilt ſhines, and nature holds my hand. 
How then? why thus—no more, it is determin d. Par 
Enter DANGA. Doe 
Zang. Ifear his beart basfail'd him. She mult die. And 
V 
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Can I not rouze the ſnake that's in his boſom, 
To ſting out human nature, and effect it? [ de.] 

Alon. This vaſt and ſolid earth, that blazing ſun, 
Thoſe ſkies thro' which it rolls, muſt all have end. 
What then is man? the ſmalleſt part of nothing. 
Day bories day, month, month, and year the year; 
Our life is but a chain of many deaths. 

Can then death's ſelf be fear d? our life much rather: 
Life is the deſart, life the ſolitude, 

Death joins us to the great majority ; 

Tis to be born to Plates, and to Caeſar: ; 

'Tis to be great for ever; 

'Tis pleaſure, tis ambition then to die. 

Zan | thick, my lord, you talk'd of death, 

Alon. 1 did. 

Zan. I give thee joy, then Leonora's dead. 

Alon. No. Zanga, no, the greateſt guilt is mine; 
'Tis mine. who might havemark'd his midni aht viſit, 
Who might have mark'd his tameneſs to reſign her, 
t! Who might have mark'd her ſudden turn of love: 
els, Theſe, and a thouſand tokens more, and yet, 

(For which the ſaints abſolve my ſoul) did wed. 
Zan Where does this tend ? 
_ Alon. To ſhed a woman's blood 
me. ¶Mould ſtain my ſword, and make my wars inglo- 
ra] rious 3 
But juſt reſentment to myſelf bears in it 
\ ſtamp of great neſs above vulgar minds. 
He who, ſuperior to the checks of nature, 
Jares make his life the victim of his reaſon, 
Joes in ſome ſort that reaſon deify, 
nd take a flight at heav'n. 
Vor. Il. N 
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Zan. Alas! my lord, 
Tis not your reaſon, but her beauty finds 
"Thoſe arguments, and throws you on your ſword, 
You cannot cloſe an eye that is fo bright, 
You cannot ſtrike a breaſt that is fo ſoft, 
That has ten thouſand ecſtaſies in itore 
For Carles no, my lord I mean for you. 
Alon. Of thro' my heart, and marrow ! pr'ythee 
{pare me; | 
Nor more upbraid the weakneſs of thy lord. 
I own, I try'd, I quarrel'd with my heart, 
And puſh'd it on, and bid it give her death; 
But O0! her eyes (truck firſt, and murder'd me. 
Zan. | krow not what to anſwer to my lord. 
Men are but chen, we did not make ourſelves. 
Farewell then, my beſt lord, ſince you muit die. 
O that I were to ſhare your monument, 
And in eternal darkuels cloſe theſe eyes 
Againſt thoſe ſcenes which I am doom'd to ſuffer ! 
lon. What doſt thou mean? 
Zan. Ard is it then unknown ? 
O grief of heart, to think that you ſhould aſk it! 
Sure you diſtrult that ardent love I bear you, 
Elſe could you doubt when you are laid in duſt — 
But it wiil cut my poor heart thro' and thro', 
To lee thoſe revel on your ſacred tomb, 
W ho brought you thither by their lawleſs loves: 
For there they'll revel, and exult to find - 
Him ſicep fo faſt, who elſe would mar their joys. 
Alon. Diſtraction ! but Don Carlos, well thou 
know'ſt, 
L ſaeathi'd in- teel, and bent on other thoughts, 


bo bod od 9 9) Wy bye bay 


. 


10y 


THE REVENTGE; 147 


Lan. Vil work him to the murder of hits fend; 
Yes, till the fever of his blood returns, 
While her laſt kiſs {till glows upon Lis cheek. 


CAſede.] 
But when he finds 4/on29 is no more, 
How will he ruſh like light'ning to her arms 
There ſigh, there lavguith, there pour out his foul ; 
But not in grief—ſad obſequie: to thee—— 
Bu: thou wilt be at peace, nor fee, nor hear 
The burning Kits, the ſigh of ecitaſy, 
Their throbbing hearts that joſtle one another: 
Tbank Heav'n, theſe torments will be all my own. 
zen Ill eaſe thee of that pain. Let Carls die; 
O'ertake him on the rcad, aud ſce it done. 
Tis my command, [Gives bis 4:1 ] 
Zan. 1 dare not diſobey. 
Alon. My Zanga, now. have thy leave to die. 
Zan. Ah! Sir, think, think again. Ate all men 
buried 
In Carlos grave? you know not womani'nd. 
When once the throbbirg of the heart has broke 
The modeſt zone, with which it ſuſt was ty'd, 
Each man ſhe meets will be a Carlos to her. 
Aon. That thought has more of hell than had 
the former. 
Another, and another, and another 
And each ſhall caſt a ſmile upen my tomb! 
Jam convinc'd; I mul! not, will not die. 
Zan. You cannot die; nor can you murder her. 
What then remains? in nature no third way, 


But to forget, and ſo to love again, 
ien. Oh! 
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Zan. If you forgive, the world will call you geed; 
If you forget, the world will call you wi/e ; 
If you receive her to your grace again, 
The world will call you, very. very kind. 
on. Zanga, I underſtand thee well. She dies, 
Tho' my arm tremble at the ſtroke, ſhe dies. 
Zan. Tha:'s truly great. What think you 'twas 
(ct up 
The Creet and Hema name in ſuch a luſtre, 
But doing right in ſtern deſpite to nature, 
Shutting their ears to all her little cries, 
When great, auguſt, and gadiike juli..e call'd ? 
At Aulis, one pour'd out a daughter's life, 
Aud gaiu'd more glory than by all his wars; 
Another flew a ſiſter in juſt rage; 
A third, tte theme of ail ſucceeding times, 
Ge to the cruel ax a darling ſon. 
Nay more. for juſtice ſome devote themfc: ves, 
As le at Carthage, an immortal name 
Yet there is one ſtep left above em all, 
Adcys their hiſtory, above their fable, 
A wife, bride, miſtreſs une jo) d do that, 
Ard tread upon the Creek and Aoman glory, 
Aion. Tis done—again new tranſports are my 
brain; 
I bad forgot it, tis my bridal night. 
"riend, give me joy, we mult be gay together, 
Sce that the feſtival be duly honour'd, 
and whenwith garlends the full bowl is crow2'd, 
rd muſic gives her elevating ſound, 
And golden carpets ſpread the ſacied floor, 
Aud a gc easy the blazing tapers pour, 
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Thou, Zanga, then my ſolemn friends invite, 

From the dark realms of e eilaſtiag night; 

Call reypean.e, call the faries, call deſpair, 

And death, our chief invited puett, be there ; 

He with pale hand ſhall lead the bride, and ſpicad 

Eterna! curtaivs round our 1vptial bed. 
[Fxeurt ] 


ACN; Sv CENTSE: £ 


Fitter ALOxz9. 
2.8. Pititul! O terrible to f. t 
Poor manpled ſhave, al: corm?d o'er 
with wounds, 
An fo diſuis'd with bicod ! ue murder'd thee * 
Tell thy 120 tale, ard thuu ſhalt be reveuꝑ d. 
Ha ! Car/os *— horrot! Carlos *—O away ! 
Go to thy prave, or let inc [11% to mine, 
cannot bear the fipht— what fight? where am 1? 
There's nothing he:c—if this was fancy s N., 


Ste draus a picture Hrengly. 
Euter LAN 3. 

Zan. Ha! you're pale. 

Alon. Is Carl's muider'd?! 

Z an. Jobey 'd your order. 
dix rufaans overtook bim on tle road; 
He fought as he was wont, and four be flew, 
Then ſunk bentath an hundred wounds to death 
His laſt breath bleſt , and defired 
Jlis bones might ref near yours. 

glon. O Zang] ZLanca! 
But II] not think, for 1 muſt act, and thiaking 
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could ruin me for action. O the medley 

right and wrong! the chaos in my brain! 

He ſhould, and ſhould not die- you ſhould obey. 

ad not obey it is a day of darknels, 

Or contradictions, and of many Ceatbs. 

Whoe's Letueta then? quick, anſwer me. 

Um Gcep iu Lorrors, I'll be deeper ſtill.— 

| find. thy artit.cc did take etfe< 

And (tc ty; gives my late Ceportment to her. 
Far. told her, from your childheod you wa: 

wont, 

On any great furprize, but chilly then 

When carſe of oro bo: it company, 

To bLñuve your paſlicn ſnake the ſeat of reaſon, 

A momentary ill, which ſoon biew Oer. 

Then did I tell her of Don Curio” death, 

( Vile! y ſuppreſſing by what mears he fell) 

2d laid the blame cn that. At fiiſt ſhe doubted ; 

Bet ſuch the honeſt artifice I us'd, 

Ard tuch ber ardent wiſh it ſhould be true, 

That ſhe, at length, was fully ſatisfy'd. 


ln. T wes well ſhe was. In our late interview, 


My paſſion fo far threw me from my guard, 


(Methipks tis ſtrar ge!) that, con{civus of her guilt, 


Ste law not, through its thin diſpuiſe, my heart. 
Zan, But what deſign ou, Sir, and how ? 
Alen. I'll tell thee. 

Thus I've ordain'd it. In the jeſo' min bow'r, 

The place which ſhe diſkcnour'd with ber guilt, 

4 bere will I meet ber, the appointment's made; 

Ard calmiy ſpread (for I can do it now) 

The bizckuek; of ker crime before hei fight ; 


It, 
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zud then, with all the cool ſolemnity 
Of public Juſtice, give her to the grave. [Fx. t. 
Zan, Why, get thee gone! horror and right 
go with thee! 
Siſters of ..cheron, po hand in hand, 
Go dance around the bow'r, and cloſe them in; 
ud tell them that I tent you to ſalute them. 
Profane the ground, and tor th' arabroſial role, 
and breath of jeſſamin, let hemlock blucken, 
and deadly vigi:tſhade poiſon all the air, 
For the ſweet niphtingale may ravcus croak, 
Toads pant, and adders rultle through the lcaves, 
May ſerpents winding up the trees, let fall 
Their killing necks upon them from above, 
aud mingle kiſſes ——ſach as I ſhould give them. 
| FExit.] 
SCENE, Th: 6:wver. 


Lcoxoka /:2þ7rg. Enter ALONZO. 


E amaranths ! ye roſes, like the morn! 

4 Sweet myrtles, and ye golden orange 
| proves ! 

Why do you ſmile? why do you look fo fair? 

Are you not blaſted as I enter in? 

Yes, fee how every flow'r lets fall its head! 

How ſhudders every leaf without a wind }. 

How every green is as the ivy pale! 

Did ever midnight ghoſts aſſemble here? 

Have thele ſweet echoes ever learn'd to groan ? 

oy-piving, loxe-inſpiring, holy bow'r! 

Anow, in thy fragrant buſon thou receiv 

i—murde:er, O! Lihall ſtain thy. lilies, 
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And horror will uſurp the ſeat of bliſs. 
So Lucifer broke into paradiſe, 
And ſoon damnation follow'd. | He advances. } 
Ha ! ſhe ſleeps ——— 
The day's unconimon heat has overcome ber. 
Then take. my longing eyes, vour lat full gaze. 
O what a fight is here bow dreidtul fair 
Who would not think that being innocent ? 
Where ſhall I hike ? who ſt: ikes her. ſtrikes himfelt, 
My-own life-blood wiil ige at ler wound. 
O my diſtraQed heat — 0 cruc! heaven 
To give {::ch charms as theſe, aud then cail mar, 
Mere man, to be your executioner 
Was it becatſe it was too hard for you? 
But ſee, ſhe ſmiles! 1 never ſhall fnile more: 
It ſtrongly tempts me to a parting kiis. 
DLC rg, he farts back | 
Ila! ſmile again? ſhe dreams of him ſhe loves. 
Cui ſe on her charms! I'll ſtab her thro” them) all. 
LA, he is geing to ſirixe, ſhe un les.) 
Leon. My lord, your ſtay was long, and y onder lull 
Of failing waters tempted me tote, 
Dil irited with noon's exceſſide heut. 
Alen. Ye pow'rs! with what an eye ſhe n.end: 


the day 
While they were clos'd I ſhould bave given the 
blow, [LAſide. 


O for a laſt embrace ! and then for juſtice. 
This beav'n and I ſhall both be ſatisty'd. 
Leon, What lays my loid ? 
lon. Why this Alus lays ; 
If love were eudieb, men we:e god: : tis that 
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Does counterbalance travel, danger, pain— 
'Tis Heav'n's expedient to make mortals bear 
The light, and cheat them of the peaceful grave. 
Leon. las my lord, why talk you of the grave? 
Your friend is dead; in friendſhip you ſuſtain 
A mighty luſs, repair it with my love. 
Alon. Thy love? thou piece of witchcraft | I 
wou'd lay 
Thou brighteſt angel! I could gaze for ever. 
Wherebad'it thou this? enchantreſs, tell me where ? 
W hich with a touch works niiracles, boils up 
My blood to tumults, and turns round my brain! 
Le 'n now thou ſa im ſt before me, I (hall Joſe thee. 
No, I will make tiiee ſure and claſp thee all. 
Who tura'd this ſlender waiſt wit: ſo much art, 
and ſhut perfection in fo ſmall a ring ? 
\Who fpread that p expanſe of wnite above, 
On which the dazzied fight cau find no reſt; 
But drunk with beauty, wand-rs ap and down 
For ever, and for ever finds new charms ? 
But, O thoſe eyes! thole murderers ! O whence, 
hence didit thou ſteal their burning orbs ? from 
heav'n ? 
Thou didit; and tis religion to adore them. 
Leon. My beſt Lon ge, moderate our thought: 
Extremes ſtill fright me, tho? of love itſelf. 
nion. Extremes indeed ! it hurried me away; 
But I come home again—and now for juſtice — 
Fd now for death—it is impollible 
Sure ſuch were made by Heav'n guiltleſs to fin, 
)7 in their guilt to laugh at puniſhment. [de.] 
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L leave her to juſt Heay'n, 


[Dr eps the dagger, aud ge of. 


Leen. Ha ! a dagger! 
What doſt thou ſay, thou miniſter of death ? 
What dreadful tale doſt tell me ? let me think. 


Enter ZLAXGA. 


Zan. Death to my tow'ring tope : O fall fiom 


high! 
My cloſe long- labour'd ſcheme at once is blaſted. 
That dagger found will cauſe her to enquire; 
Enquiry will diſcover all; my hopes 
Of vengeance periſh ; | my ſelf am loſt — 
Curſe on the coward's heart ! wither his Land, 


Which held tic ſteel in vain !—what can be done: 
Where can | 6x ?—that's ſometlling ſtill—'t wil! 


breed 
Fell rage, and bitterneſs bet ui their ſouls, 
Which may perchance gros up to greater evil; 
If not, *tis all i can—it fall be f. 
Leon. O Zarega/ | am ſinking in my fears, 
Hlonze dropt this dagger as iis lett me, 
And left me in a ſtrauge dilorder too. 
What can ti mean ? angels preieric his life! 
Zar Yours, inadam. yours. 
Leon. W hat Zanga, doſt thou ſay ? 


Zan Carty you gecdre's then to ſuch extremes, 


So blinded to the faults of him you love, 
That you perceive not he is jealous ? 

Leon. Heav'ns! 
And yet a thouſand things recur that ſwear it. 


What villain could inſpire kim with that thought ? 


It is not of thc growth of his own nature. 


[Afde.? 


wy 
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Z an. Some villain, Who, hell knows; but he 
| is jealous ; 
And *tis moſt fit a heart ſo pure as yours 
Do itſelf juſtice, and aſſert its honour, 
And make him conſcious of his ſtab to virtue. 
Leon. Jealous ! it fickens at my heart. Unkind, 
Ungenerous, groundleſs, weak, and infolent ! 
Wny ? wherefore? on what ſh:dow of occaſion ? 
Tis talcinati en. 'tis the wrath of Heav'n 
For the collected crimes of all his race. 
O how tbe great man leſſens to my thought! 
How could ſo mean a vice as jealouſy, 
Unnatural child of ignorance and guilt, 
Which tea:s and feeds upon its parent's heart, 
Live in a throng of ſuch exalted virtues ? 
1 ſcorn and hate, yet love hin, and adore. 
I catinot, will not. Care not think it true, 
Till from himſelt 1 know it. DLExit.) 
Zan. This ſucceeds 
Juſt to my wiſh. Now ſhe with violence 
Upbraiu- him. He, not doubting ſhe is guilty, 
Rages no leſs ; aud if on either (ide 
The waves run hig“, tnere ſtill tive hopes of ruin. 
Enter ALONZO. 
My lord. 
ion O Zanga / hold thy peace, Iam no coward; 
But i'.a1 with: did hold my hand; I felt it, 
By tut « C4 being of »+, foul, I did. 
I'll thuulk of vengeance at another ſeaſon. 
Zan iy lord, ber Bit 
ien. Perdition on thee, Moor, 
For that one word. Ah! do not rouze that thought ; 
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I have o'erwhelm'd it much as poſlible : 
Away then, let us talk of other things. 
I tell thee, Moor, I love her to diſtraction. 
If *tis my ſhame, why be it ſo—I 'ove her; 
Nor can l help it, tis impos'd upon me 
By ſome ſuperior and reſiſtleſs pow r. 
I could not hurt her to be lord of earth; 
It ſhocks my nature like a ſtroke at Heav'n. 
Angels defend her, as if innocent. 
But ſee, my Leonera comes :—begone. 
[Exit Zanga. j 
Enter Leoxora. 
O ſeen for ever! yet for ever new 
The conquer'd thou doſt conquer o'er again, 
Infliting wound on wound. 
Leon. Alas, my lord 
What need of this to me ? 
Alon. Ha ! doſt thou weep ? 
Leon. Have I no cauſe ? 
Alon. If love is thy cencern, 
Thou haſt no caule ; none ever lov'd like me. 
But wherefore this? is it to break my heart, 
Which loſes ſo much blood for every tear ? 
Leon. Is it ſo tender ? 
Alon ls it not? O Heaven! 
Doubt of my love? why, I am nothing elſe; 
It quite abſorbs my every otber paſſion. 
O that this one embrace would laſt for ever! 
Leon Could this man ever mean to wrong my 
virtue ? 
Could this man e'er deſign upon my life? 
Impotflible ! I throw away the thought. [J ſide.] 
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Theſe tears declare how much I taſte the joy 
Of being folded in your arms and heart ; 
My univerſe does ly within that ſpace. - 
T his dagger bore falſe witneſs. [Showing it.) 
Alen. Ha! my dagger: 
[t rouzes horrid images. Away, 
Away with it, and let us talk of love, 
Plunge ourſelves deep into the ſweet illuſion, 
And hide us there from every other thought. 
Leon. It touches you. 
Alon. Let's talk of love. 
Leon. Of death. 
Alon. As thou lov'ſt happineſs 
Leon. Of murder. 


Alon. Raſh, 
Raſh woman, yet forbear. 


Leon. Approve my wrongs ! 
Alon. Then muſt I fly, for thy ſake and my ewn. 
Leon. Nay, by my injuries, you firſt muſt hear me 
Stab me, then think it much to hear my groan ? 
Alon. Heav'n, ſtrike me deaf! 
Leon. It well may ſting you home. 
Alon. Alas: thou quite miſtak'ſt my cauſe of pain. 
Yet, yet diſmiſs me; I am all in flames. 
Leon. Who has moſt cauſe ? you, or myſelf? 
what act 
Of my whole life encourag'd you to this? 
Or e your own, what guilt has drawn it on you! 
You find me kind, and think me kind to all: 
The weak, ungenerous error of your ſex. 
What could inſpire the thought ? we oft'neſt judge 
From our own hearts; and is yours then ſo frail, 
Vo I. II. O 


158 THE REVENGE. 


It prompts you to conceive thus ill of me? 
He that can ſtoop to harbour ſuch a thought, 


Deſerves to find it ti ue. [ Holding him.) 
Alon. O ſex, ſex, ex ! [Turning on her.] 


The language of you all. III- fated woman ! 
Why haſt thou forc'd me back into the gulph 
Of agonies, I had block'd up from thought ? 
I know the cauſe; thou ſaw'ſt me impotent 
E'er while to hurt thee, therefore thou turn'ſt on me; 
But, by the pangs I ſuffer, to thy woe. 
For ſince thou haſt replung'd me in my torture, 
J will be fatisfy'd ! 

Leon. Be ſatisfy d! 

Alon. Yes, thy own mouth ſhall witneſs it againſt 

thee. 

[ will be ſatisfy d! 

Leon. Of what ? 

lon. Of what! 
How dar'ſt thouaſk that queſtion ? Woman, woman, 
Weak, and aſſur'd at once; thus tis for ever. 
Who told thee that thy virtue was ſuſpected? 
Who told thee I deſign'd upon thy life? 
You found the dagger; but that could not ſpeak; 
Nor did I tell thee ; who did tell thee then ? 
Guilt, conſcious guilt. 

Leon. This to my face? O Heav'n! 

Alon, This to thy very ſoul. 

eon. Thou'rt not in earneſt ? 

Alon. Serious as death. 

Leon. Then Heav'n have mercy on thee. 
Till now I ſtruggled not to think it true, 
1 fought conviction, and would not believe d. 
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Thou ſhalt repent this inſult, [Co.] 
lou Madam, ſtay. 

Xour paſſion's wile, tis a diſguiſe for puilt : 

Tis my tura now to fix you here a while; 

You, and your thouſand arts ſhall not eſcape me. 
Leon Arts! 
lon. Arts. Conſeſs; for death is in my l:aud. 
Leon. *Tis in your words. 
lou. Contels, confeſs, confeſs; 

Nor tear my veins with paſſion to compel thee. 
Leon. I ſcorn to anſwer thee, preſumptuous man! 
Alen. Deny then, and incur a fouler thame, 

Where did J find this picture? 

Leon. Ha! Don Carlos? 

By my beſt hopes, more welcome than thy own. 
Aion. | know it; but is vice fo very rank, 

That thou ſhould*ſt dare to daſh it in my face? 

Nature is fick of thee, abandon'd womau ! 

Leon. Repent. 

Alon. Is that for me? 

Leon. Fall, aſk my pardon. 

Alon. Aſtoniſhment ! | 

Leon. Dar'ſt thou perſiſt to think I aim diſhoneſt ? 
Alon. I know thee ſo. 

Leon This blow then to thy heart | 
[She ſlabs berſelf, he endeavouring to prevent her.) 
Alon. Hoa! Zanga! Iſabella ! Hoa ſhe bleeds. 

Deſcend, ye bleſſed angels, 90 aſſiſt ber. 

Leon. This is the only way that I would wound 
thee, 

Thoꝰ moſt unjuſt. Now think me guilty ſtill. 

And doſt thou force me ? this ſha'l not be borne, 
| O 2 
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Enter ISABELLA. 
Alon. Bear her to inſtant help. The world to 
ſave her. 
Leon. Unhappy man! well mayſt thou gaze and 
tremble: 
But fix thy terror and amazement right; 
Not on my blood, but on thy own diſtraction. 
What haſt thou done? whom cenſur' d? Leonora. 
When thou hadſt cenſur'd, thou wouldlt fave hei 
life; 
O inconſiſtent! ſhould I live in ſhame, 
Or ſtoop to any other means but this, 
T' aſſert my virtue? no: ſhe who diſputes, 
Admits it poſſible ſhe might be guilty. 
M ile aught but truth could be my inducement toit, 
Mile it might look like an excuſe to thee, 
I ſcorn'd to vindicate my innocence; 
But now, I let thy rafhneſs know, the wound 
Which leaſt I feel, is that my dagger made. 
[Iſabella leads out Leonora.) 
Alon. Ha! was this woman guilty ? - and if not— 
low my thought darkens that way! grant, kind 
Heav'n, 
That ſhe prove guilty, or give being end. 
Is that my hope then ſure the ſacred duſt 
Of her that bore me trembles in its urn. 
Is it in man the fore diſtreſs to bear, 
When hope itſelf is blacken'd to deſpair ; 
When ail the bliſs I pant for, is to gain 


In hell a refuge from ſeverer pain? [Exit Alonzo.] 


Enter ZaN CA. 
Jan. How ſtands the great account *twixt me 
2nd vengeance ? 
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Tho' much is paid, yet ſtill it owes me much, 
And I will not abate a ſingle groan, — 
Ha! that were well - bat that were fatal too — 
Why be it ſo—revenye ſo truly great 
Would come too cheap, if doug it with laſ. than life, 
Come death, come heli then, tis reſolv'd, tis done. 
Enter ISABELLA. 
I/a> Ah! Zanza, ſee me tremble: has not yet 
Thy cruel heart its til? —por L-9ngra 
Zan. Welters in blood, and gatps for her lat 
breath. 
M hat then? we all muſt die. 
Iſab. lonz9 raves, 
And, in the tempe{t of his grief, has thrice 
Attempted on his lite. At length d {rm'd, 
He c:lis his friends that ſive him, his worſt foes, 
And importunes the ſkies for ſvift perdition.. 
Thus in bis ſtorm of ſorro ve. After prwuie 
le ſtarted up, and cul'd aloud ror Zanza ; 
For Zanga rav'd; aud ſee, he {eers vou here, 
To learn that truth, which moſt he dreads to know. 
Zan. Begone. Now, nov, my. ſoul. conſum- 
mate: all. [Exit Ilabel. a. J 
Enter ALONZO. 175 
Flog. O Zanra ! 
Zan, Do not tremble ſo; but ſpeak. 
/11on. I date not. Falls on him. 
Zan. You wi'l drown me with your tears. 
len Have I not cauſe? 
Zan. As yet you have no cauſe. 
Jon. Dit thou too rave? 
Z. Your anoniſh is to come. 
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You much have been abus'd. 
Alon. Abus'd! by whom? 
Zan, To know, were little comfort. 
Alon. Ol *twere much. 
Zang. Indeed! 
Alon. By Heav'n! O give him to my fury 
Zang. Born for your uſe, I live but to oblige you. 
Kaos then, 'twas I. 
Alon, Am I awake? 
Zan. For erer. 
Thy wife is guiltleſs, that's one tranſport to me: 
And I, I let thee know it; that's another. 
1 urg'd Don Carlos to reſign his miſtreſs; 
J forg'd the letter, I diſpos'd the picture; 
] hated, I deſpis'd, and 1 deſtroy. 


ion. Oh! [ Szwo0ns,] 
Zen, Why this is well—why this is blow tor 
blow! 


Where are you? crown me, ſhadow me with laurels, 
Ye ſpirits, which delight in juſt revenge! 
Let Europe and her pallid ſons go weep, 
Let ric and her hundred thrones rejoice. 
O my dear countrymen! look down and ſee, 
How I beſtride your proſtrate conqueror ! 
I tread on haughty Spain, and all her kings. 
But this 1s mercy, this is my indulgence, 
"Tis peace, tis refuge from my indignation. 
] mult awake him into horrors. Hoa! 
Alon zo, hoa; the oor is at the gate; 
Awake, juvincible, om.potent ! 
Thou who doſt ail ſubdue. 

en. labuman Ylave! 
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3 
Zan. Fall'n Chriſtian, thou miſtak'ſt my character. 
Look on me. Who am 1? I know, thou ſay'ſt 
The Moor, a ſlave, an abject, beaten ſlave, 
(Eternal woes to him that made me fo.) 
But look again. Has ſix years cruel bondage 
Extinguiſh'd majeſty fo far, that nought 
Shines here, to give un awe of one above thee ? 
When the great Mooriſh king dalla fell, 
Fell by thy hand accurs'd, I tought faſt by him, 
His ſon, tho” thro' his fondnels iu diſguiſe, 
Lels to expole me to th' ambitious tue. 
Ha. does it wake thee? o'er my father's corſe 
1 ſtood aitride, till I had clove thy creit, 
And then was made the captive of a ſquadron, 
And funk into thy ſervant but O! what, 
What were my wapes? hear not heav'n, nor earth! 
My wages were a blow, by Heav'n, a blow, 
And from a mortal hand! 
-lon. O villain! villain! 
Zan. All ftrife is vain, [Shewing a dagger.] 
Aion, Is thus my love return'd ? 
Is this my recompenſe ? Make friends of typers! 
Lay not your young, O mothers, on the breait, 
For fear they turn to ſerpents as they ly, 
And pay you tor their nouriſhment with death, 
Carlos is dead, and Leonora dying; 
Both innocent, both murder'd, both by me. 
Tnat bea venly maid, which ſhould have liv'd for ever, 
At leaſt have gently ſlept her ſoul away, 
Whoſe life ſhould have ſhut up as ev'ning flow'rs 
At the Ceparting ſul—was murcer'd! marder'd! 
O ſhame! O puilt! © horror! O rem rie! 
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O puniſhment! had Satan never fell, 
Hell bad been made for me—O Leonora ! 

Zan. Muſt Ideſyiſe thee too, as a ell as hate thee ! 
Complain of grief, complain thou art a man. 
Friam trom fortune's loft y ſummit fell, 

Great Alexander *mid't his conqueſts mourn'd, 

Heroes and demi - gods have known their ſorrows, 

Caeſars have wept, aud | have had my blow; 

But 'tis reveng'd, and now my work is done, 

Yet, e're I fall, be it one part of vengearce, 

To make even thee coutels that I am juſt 

Thou ſeeſt a prince, whole father thou haſt ſain, 

Whoſe native country thou haſt lid in blood, 

W hole ſacred perion, O! thou haſt prof:n'd, 

Whoſe reign extinguiit'd : what was lett to me 

So hig!:ly born? no kingdom, but revenge; 

No trealure, but thy tortures, and thy groans. 

If men ſhould alk, who brought thee to tay end, 

Tell them, the Mor, and tacy will not deſpiſe 
thee. 

If cold white mortals cenſure this great deed, 

Warn them, they judge not of ſuperioi beings, 

Souls made of fire, and chiidren of the lun, 

With whom revenge is virtue, Fare thee weli— 

Now fully ſatisſied I ſhould take leave; 

But one thing grieves me, ſiuce thy death is near, 

] leave thee my example how to die. 

L he is going to Hu b,, Alon zo ruſhes upon 
him to prevent Tim. Jn the mean time enter 
Alvarez attended They dijarm nad feige 
Zanga-. Alonzo puts be dagger in his boom. 
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Alon. No, monſter, thou ſhalt not eſcape by 


death. 
O father! 
Alv. O Alonzo !— Iſabella, 
Tauch'd with remorſe to ſee her miſtreſs' pangs, 
Told all the dreadful tale. 
Alon. What groan was that ? 
Zan. As I have been a vulture to thy heart, 
So will ] be a raven to thine ear ; 
And true as ever ſnuff *d the ſcent of blood, 
As ever flapp'd its heavy wing againſt 
The window of the ſick, and croak'd er. 
Thy wife is dead 
[Alvarez goes 0 the ſide of the ſlage, and returns. ] 
lv. The dreadful news is true. 
Alan. Prepare the rack, invent new torments 
for him. 
Zan. This toois well. The fix'd and noble mind- 
Turns all occurrence to its own advantage, 
And I'll make vengeance of calamity. 
Were I not thus reduc'd, thou wouldſt not know, 
That, thus reduc'd, I dare defy thee till. 
Torturethou mayſt ; but thouſhalt ne'er deſpiſe me. 
The blood will follow where the knife is driven, 
The fleſh will quiver where the pincers tear, 
And fighs and cries by nature grow on pain. 
But theſe are foreign to the ſoul : not mine 
The groans that iſſue, or the tears that fall : 
They diſobey me. On the rack I ſcorn thee, 
As when my fauchion clove thy helm 1 in battle. 
Alv. Peace, villain ! 
Zan, While I leave, old man, I'll ſpeak, 
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And well I know thou dar'ft not kill me yet; 
For that wou'drob thy blood - hounds of their prey, 
Hon. Who call'd Aonzo? 
Alv. No one call'd, my ſon. 
Alen. Apain!—'tis Carlos voice, and I obey. 
O how I laugh at all that this can do! 
[Shewing the dagger.) 
The wounds that pain'd, the wounds that murder'd 
me, 
Were piv'n before; I am alteady dead, 
This only maiks my body for the grave. 
[Stabs himſell. 
Aſric, thou art reveng'd-—O Leenora!—[ Dies |} 
Zan. Good ruffians, give me leave; my blood 
is yours, | 
The wheel's prepar'd, and you ſhall have it all; 
Let me but look one moment on the dead, 
And pay yourſelves with gazing on my pangs. 
[He goes to Alonzo! body. | 
Is this 4/020? where's the hgughty mein! 
Is that the hand which ſmoteme ? beav'ns! how pale 
And art thou dead? fo is my enmity : 
I war not with the duſt; the great, the proud, 
The conqueror of Afric was my foe. 
A lion preys not upon carcaſſes. 
This was the only method to ſubdue me. 
Terror and doubt fall on me; all thy good 
Now blazes, all thy guilt is in the grave. 
Never had man ſuch funeral applauſe ; 
If I lament thee, ſure thy worth was great. 
O vengeance * I have follow'd thee too far, 


ale: 


THE REVENGE. 167 


And to receive me hell blows all her fires. 
[He is borne of.] 
lv. Dreadful efic of jealouſy! a rage 
In which the wiſe with caution will engage; 
Reluctant long, and tardy to believe, 
Where ſway'd by nature we ourſelves deceive, 
Where our own folly joins the villain's art, 


And each man finds a Zanza in his heart. 
[Exeunt.] 


B 
By a FRIEND. 


N author ſent me, in an humble ſlrain, 
To berg yin'd bleſs the off +pring of his brain. 

Ana I, your proxy, promis'd in your name, 
The chili ſhould live at laſl fix days of fame. 
I like u at. but ſtill his faults can find, 
Aud, by the pare..t"s leave, will ſpeak my mind. 

Gallants, pray tell me, do you think tua, well, 
To let a willig maid lead apes in hell? 
You, nicer ladies, ſhould you think it right 
To eat xo ſupper on your wedding night © 
Shou d Engliſh huſbands dare to ſtarve their wives, 
Be ſure they'd lead moſt comfartable lives ! 
But he loves miſchief, and with grou-dleſ\ fears, 
IWould fain ſet loving couples by the ears; 
Would ſpoil the tender huſbands of our nation, 
By teaching them this vile outlandiſh faſhion : 
But we de been taught in cur good-natur'd clime, 
That jealouſy, tho' juſt, is ſtill a crime, 
And will be ſtill; for (net to blame the plot) 
That ſame Alonzo was a ſtupid ſot, 
To kill a bride, a miſireſs unenjoy'd ; 
*Twere ſome excuſe, had the poor man been cli d. 
To till her on ſuſpicion, eber he knew 
Whether the heinous crime were falſ* or true. 
The prieft ſaid grace, ſhe met him in the bower, 
In hu es ſhe might anticipate an hour. 
Love was her errand; but the hot-brain'd Spaniard, 
Inſtead of love—produc'a—a filthy poinard. — 
Had he been wiſe at this their private meeting, 
The proof o' pudding had been in the eating. 
Manam had then been pleas d, and Don contented, 
And alli this blood aud murder been prevented. 
Britons,-be wiſe, und from this ſad example, 
Aer break a bargain, but firſt take a ſample. 


1 


BROTHER S 


A 


Y ” | R A G E D Yo 


ACTED at the 


THEATRE-RoYAL in DRURY-LaNnE, 


By His MAJEsSTY's Servants, 


ted, Vo I. Ih P 


mY » Mn "TOY = aw e TT PDT mT 


FRO L UGUE 


Written by Mr DopsLey,. 


And ſpoken by Mr Havarp. 
7 HE tragic muſe, revolving many a page 


Of time's long records, drawn from eo age, 

For ms nt her plans on low or trivial deed, 
But marks the ſtriking. hen ſome hero bleeds 
To ſave his country, then her puw'rs inſpire, 
Aud -. congeial catch the patriot fer 
When bold oppreſſion grinds a ſa firing land: 
IWhen the keen dagger gieams in murder's hand; 
When black conſpiracy infe7s the throng, 
Or fell rev2uge ſits brood:ng ver his wrong; 
Then ui [he forth in terror ; at her ſi un 
Guilt /hrinks, appa. I d, th ſrated on a throne. 
But the rack'd ſoil, when dark ſuſpicions rend, 
When 5rather; hate, and ſons with fires contend ; 
l hen claſhing int reſis war eternal wage ; 
Aud love, the tend reſi paſſion, turns ts rage; 
Then grief on ev'ry viſuge lands in pre, 1 d, 
And pit y threbs in every f:eling breaſi: 
Hope, fear, and indignatin riſe by turns, 
And the ſlr ong ſcene with varic4s paſſion burns. 
Such is our tale,—nor bl ſh, if tcars ſhould flow; 
They're virtuc's tribute paid tu human ue. 
Suck drops new luſlre to bright yes impart; 
The ſil-ut witneſs of a tender heart : 
Such drops adorn the nobleſi hero's cheek, 
Aud paint his wor. h in {lrokes that more than ſpeak : 
Net he who cannot Weep, but ks who can, 
She we the great ſoul, aud proves himſelf a man 

Yet do nt idly grieve at oth2rs pain, 
Nor let the tears of nature fall in vain: 
Watch the cloſe crimes from whence their its h ave 

grown, 
And from their fraiitizs learn to mend your 0wns 
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Enter CurTivs and Posru puts. 
Curt. e ſomething of magniſicence 
| about us 
I have not ſeen at Rome. But you can tell me 
[Cazes round.) 
Pot. True: hither ſent on former embaſſies, 
] know this ſplendid court of Macedon, 
And haughty Philip, well. 
Curt. His pride preſumes 
To; treat us here like ſubjects, more than cant, 
More than ambaſſadors, who, in our boſoins, 
Bear peace and war, and throw him which we pleaſe, 
As Jod his ſtorm, or ſun-ſhine, on his creatures. 
Poft. This Fhilip only, ſince Rem?”s glory roſe, 
Preſerves its grandeur to the name of king, 
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Like a bold ſtar, that ſhews its fires by day. 
The Creet, who won the world, was ſent before 
him, 

As the grey dawn before the blaze of noon: 
Philip had ne'er been conquer'd, but by Rome; 
And what can fame ſay more of mortal man ? 

Curt. I know his public character. 

75ſt. It pains me 
To turn my thoughts on his domeſtic ſtate. 
There Philip is no god; but pours his heart, 
In ceaſeleſs groans, o'er his contending ſens 3 
Ard pays the ſecret tax of mighty men 
To their mortality. 

Curt. But whence the ſtrife 
Which thus afflicts him? 

Pofi. From this Philip's bed 
Two Alexanders ſpring. 

Curt. And but one world? 
* Twill never do. 

Fo/!. They both are bright; but one 
Benignly bright, as ſtars to mariners : 
And one a comet, with malignant blaze, 
Denouncing ruin. 

Curt. You mean Perſeus. 

Paſt. True. 
The younger ſon, Demetrius, you well know, 
Was bred at Rome, our hoſtage from his father. 
Soon after he was ſent ambaſſador, 
When Philip fear'd the thunder of our arms, 
Rome's manners won him, and his manners Rome ; 
Who granted peace, declaring ſhe forgave, 
To his bigh wortb, the conduct of his father. 
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This gave him all the hearts of Macedon; 
Which, join'd to his high patronage from Ne, 
luflames his jealous brother. 

Curt. Glows there not 
A ſecond brand of enmity : 

Poſt. O yes; 
The fair Erixene. 

Curt. I've partly heard 
Her ſinother'd ſtory. 

Pot. Smother'd by the king; 
And wiſely too; but thou ſhalt hear it all. 
Not ſeals of adamant, not mountains whelm'd 
On guilty ſecrets, can exclude the day. 
Long burnt a fix'd hereditary hate 
Between the crowns of Macedon and Thrace ; 
The ſword by both too much indulg'd in blow. 
Philip at length prevail'd ; he took, by nigbt, 
The town and palace of bis deadly foe ; 
Ruſh'sd thro” the flames, which he had kindled round, 
And flew him; bold in vain: nor reſted there; 
But, with unkingly cruelty, deſtroy'd 
Two little ſons within their mother's arms; 
Thus mcaning to tread out thoſe ſparks of war 
Which might one day flame up to great revenge. 
The queen, thro' grief, on her dead ſons expir'd. 
One child alone ſurviv'd; a female infant, 
And theſe horrors, in the cradle {mil'd. 

Curt. What of that infant? 

Poſt. Stung with ſharp remorſe. 

22; | The victor took, and gave her to his queen. 

The child was bred and honour'd as hei own : 
She grew, ſhe bloom'd; and now her eyes repay 
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Her brother's wounds on Philip's rival ſons. 

Cart ls then Erixene that Thracian child? 
How juſt the gods! from out that ruin'd houſe 
He took a brand to ſet his own on fire. 

Peſt. To give thee, friend, the whole in miniature, 
This is the picture of great Philip's court: 

The proud, but melancholy king. on high, 

Majeſtic fits, like 7ove, enthron'd in darkneſs ; 

His ſuns are as the thunder in his hand; 

And the fair Thracian princeſs is a ſtar 

That iparkles by, and gilds the folemn ſcenc. 
[Shouts heard." 

Tis their great day, ſupreme of all their year, 

The fam'd luſtration of their martial powers; 

Thenee, tor our audience, choſen by the king. 

If iu provokes a war, his empire ſhakes, 

And all her lotty glories nod to ruin. 

Curt Who comes! 

Poſt. O, that's the jealous elder brotber:; 
Irregular in manners, as in form. 

Obſerve the fire high birth and empire Eindle! 

Curt. He holds his conference with much emotion. 

F o/t. The brothers both cau talk, and, in ther 

turns, 

Have borne away the prize of eloquence 

At :*thers. Shun his walk, our own debate 

Is now at band. We'll ſeek his lion fire, 

Who dares to frown on us, his conquerors, 

And carries ſo much monarch on his brow, 

As if he'd fright us with the wounds we gave bim. 
[ Excunt.] 


ee s ro was „ „% ty tw 


py hg 


2. 
ew 


m. 


1.7 


SHE BROTHERS. 1 


Enter PERSEUS and PERICLES, 
Per/. 'Tis empire! empire! empire! Let that 
word 

Make ſacred all I do, or can attempt! 

Had I been born a ſlave, I ſhould affe it: 

My nature's fiery, and, of courſe, aſpires. 

Who gives an empire, by the gift defeats 

All end of giving; and procures contempt, 

Inſtead of gratitude. An empire loſt, 

Deſtroy'd, would leſs confound me, than reſign'd. 
Peric. But are you ſure Demetrius will attempt? 
Perſ. Why does Reme court him? for his vir- 

tues? No. 

To fire him to dominion : to blow up 

A civil war ; then to ſupport him in it : 

He gains the name of king, and Nome the pow'r. 
Peric. This is indeed the common art of Rome. 
Perſ. That ſource of juſtice throꝰ the wond'ring 

world! 

His youth and valour ſecond Rome's deſigns : 

The firſt impels him to preſumptuous hope ; 

The laſt ſupports him in it Then his perſon! 

Thy hand, O nature, has made bold with mine. 

Yet more; what words diſtil from his red lip 

To gull the multitude! and they make kings. 

Ten thouſand fools, knaves, cowards, lump'd to- 

gether, 

Become all- wiſe, all-righteous, and almighty. 

Nor is this all: the fooliſh Thracian maid 

Prefers the boy to me. 

Peric. And does that pain you? 
Perſ. O Pericles, to death. It is moſt true, 
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Thro' hate to him, and not thro" love for her, 
I paid my firſt addreſſes ; but became 
The fool I feign'd : my ſighs are now ſincere. 
It ſmarts; it burns: O that 'twere fiction ill ! 
By Heav'n ſhe ſeems more beauteous than dominion! 
Peric, Dominion, and tbe princeſs, both are loſt, 
Unleſs yau gain the king. 
Per/. But how to gain him? 
Old men love novelties; the laſt arriv'd : 
Still pleaſes beſt ; the youngeſt ſteals their ſmiles, 
Peric. Dymas alone can work him to his pleaſure; 
Firſt in eſteem, 2nd keeper. of his heart. 
Ferſ. To Dymas thou; and win him to thy will 
In the mean time Pi ſeek my double rival; 
Curb his preſumption, and erect myſelf 
In all the dignity of birth, before him. 
Whate'er can ſtir the blood, or ſway the mind, 
Is now at ſtake; and double is the loſs 
When an inferior bears away the prize. 
Peric. Your brother, dreſs'd for the ſolemnity. 
Perſ To Dy mas fly | gain him, and thiok on this 
A prince indebted is a fortune made. [Exit Peric. ] 
Enter DZMETRIUS» 
Demet. How, brother | unattir'd, have you forgot 
What pomps are due to this illuſtrious day? 
Perſ. I am no gewgaw for the throng to gaze at; 
Some are defign'd by nature but for ſhew ; 
The tinſel and the feather of mankind. 
Demet. Brother, of that no more; for ſhame, 
gird on 
Your glitt'ring arms, and look like any Roman. 
Perf. No, brother, let the Romans look like. me 
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If they're ambitions. —But, I pr'ythee ſtard ; 
Let me gaze on thee. — No inglorious figure ! 
More Romano, as it ought to be. 
But what is this that dazzles my weak ſight ? 
There's ſunſhine in thy beaver. 
Demet. 'Tis that helmet 
Which Alexander wore at Grenicus. 
Perſ. When he ſubdu'd the world? Ha! it 
not ſo ? 
What world haſt thou ſubdu'd? O yes, the fair. 
Think*ſt thou there could in Macedon be found 
No-brow might ſuit that golden blaze but thine ? 
Demet. 1 wore it but to grace this ſacred day : 
Jar not for trifles, 
Perſ. Nothing is a trifle 
That argues the. preſumption of the ſoul. 
Demet Tis they preſume, who know not to de- 
ſerve. | 
Per/. Or who, deſerving, ſcorn ſaperior merit. 
Demet. Who combats with a brother, wound: 
| himſelf; | 
Wave private wrath, and ruſh upon the foes 
Of Macedonia. 
Perſ. No; I would mot wound 
Demetrius friends! 
Demet. Demetrius friends! 
FTerſ. The Romans. 
You copy Hannibal, our great ally : 
Say, at what altar was you ſworn their foe 
Peace - making brother! wherefore bring you peace, 
But to prevent my glory from the field ? 
The peace you bring was meant as war to me. 
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Demet. Perſeus, be bold when danger's all your 
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War nov were war with IJ hi/ip more than Rome, 
Fer, Come, you love- peace; that fair cheek 
hates a ſcar, 
You that admire the fomans, break the bridge 
With Cocies, or with Curtius leap the gulph, 
And league not with the vices of our toes. 
Demet. What vices ? 
Perſ. With their women, and their wits. 
Your idol Laelius, Laelius the polite. 
] hear, Sir, you take wing, and mount in metre. 
Terence has own'd your aid; your comrade Terence ! 
God-like ambition ! Terence there, the ſlave ! 
Demet. t Athens bred, and to the arts a foe ? 
Per. At thens bred, and borrow arts from 
Home ? 
Demet. Brother, I've done: let our contention 
ceaſe : 
Our mother ſhudders at it in her grave. 
And how has Philip mourn'd ? A dreadful foe 
And awful king ; but, O! the tend'reſt parent 
That ever wept in fondneſs oer a child 
Perſ. Why, ay; go tell your father; fondly 
throw 
Your arms around bim; ſtroke him to your purpoſe, 
As you are wout : I boaſt not ſo much worth; 
I am no picture, by the doatiag eye 
To be ſurvey'd, and nung about his neck. 
I fight his battles ; that's all 1 can do. 
But if you boaſt a piety ſincere, 
One way you may ſecure your father's peace, 
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And one alone Reſign Erixene. 
Demet. You flatter me, to think her in my powꝰ r. 
We run our fates together; you deſerve, 
. And ſhe can judge: proceed we then like frien ds; 
And he who gains her heart, and gains it fairly, 
Let him enjoy his gen'rous rival's too. 
Herſ. Smooth-ſpeaking, inſincere, inſulting boy! 
Is then my crown uſurp'd but half thy crime ? 
Deſiſt, or, by the gods that ſmile on blood, 
Not thy fine form, nor yet thy boaſted peace, 
Nor patronizing Kme, nor Philip's tears, 
Nor Alexander's helmet; no, nor more, 
His radiant form, ſhould it alight in thunder, 
And ſpread its new divinity between us, 
Should fave a brother from a brother's fury. 
3 [Exit Perſeus.) 
Demet. How's this? the waves ne'er ran thus 
high before. 
Reſign thee ! yes, Erixene, with life! 
Thou in whoſe eye, ſo modeſt, and fo bright, 
Love ever wakes, and keeps a veſtal fire, 
Ne'er ſhall I wean my fond, fond heart from thee. 
But Per ſeus warns me to rouſe all my pow'rs. 
As yet I float in dark uncertainty ; 
For, tho' he ſniles, I ſound not her deſigns : 
4 Il fly, fall, tremble, weep upon her feet: 
And learn (O all ye gods) my final doom 
My father! ha! and on his brow deep thought 
And pale concern! kind Heav'n aſſuage his ſorrows, 
Which ſtrike a damp thro' all my flames of love. 
[Exit] 
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Fnter Kix and AXTIGONUS. 
King. Kings of their envy cheat a fooliſh world, 
Fate gives us all in ſpite, that we alone 
Might have the pain of knowing all is nothivg. 
The ſeeming means of bliſs but heighten woe, 
When impotent to make their promiſe good: 
Hence kings, at leaſt, bid faireſt to be wretched. 
Antig. True, Sir, tis empty, or tormenting, all. 
The days of life are fiſters; all alike, 
None juſt the lame ; which ſerves to fool us on 
Thro' blaſted hopes, with change of fallacy: 
While joy is like to-morrow, ſtill to come, 
Nor ends the fruitleſs chace but in the grave. 
King. Ay, there, Antigonus, this pain will ceaſe, 
Which meets me at the banquet, haunts my pillow, 
Nor, by the din of arms, is frighted from me. 
Conſcience, what art thou? thou tremendous power 
Who doſt inhabit us without our leave, 
And art, within ourſelves, another ſelf, 
A maſter ſelf that loves to domineer, 
And treat the monarch frankly as the ſlave. 
How doſt thou light a torch to diſtant deeds ? 
Make the paſt preſent, and the future frown ? 
How, ever and anon, awake the ſoul, 
As with a peal of thunder, to ſtrange horrors, 
In this long reſtleſs dream, which ideots hug, 
Nay, wiſe men flatter with the name of life. 
Entig. You think too much. 
King. I do not think at all. 
The gods impoſe, the gods inflict my thoughts, 
And paint my dreams with imapes of dread. 
Laſt night, in ſleep, I ſaw the Thracian queen, 
And her two murder'd ſons. She frown'd upon me 
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And pointed at their wounds, How throbb'd my 
heart ? 
How ſhook my couch? and when the morning came, 
The formidable picture ſtill ſubſiſted, 
And flowly vaniſh'd from my waking eye. 
I fear ſome heavy vengeance hangs in air, 
And conſcious deities infuſe theſe thoughts, 
To warn my ſoul of her approaching doom. 
The gods are rigid when they weigh ſuch deeds 
As ſpeak a ruthleſs heart; they meaſure blood 
By drops, and bait not one in the repay. 
Could infants hurt me? *T was not like a king. 
Antig. My lord, I do confeſs the gods are with us; 
Stand at our fide in ev'ry act of life, 
And on our pillow watch each ſecret thought; 
Nay, ſee it in its embryo, yet unborn; 
But their wrath ceaſes on remorſe for guilt; 
And well I know your ſorrows touch your ſons; 
Nor is it poſſible but time muſt quench 
Their flaming ſpirits in a father's tears. 
King. Vain comfort ! 1 this moment overheard 
My jarripg ſons with fury ſhake my walls. 
Ah! why my curſe from thoſe that ought tobleſs me! 
The queen of Thrace can anſwer that ſad queſtion. 
She had two ſons; but two; and fo have I. 
Misfortune ſtands with ber bow ever bent 
Over the world; and he who wounds another, 
Directs the goddeſs, by that part he wounds, 
Where to ſtrike deep ber arrows in himſelf, 
Antig 1 own 1 think it time your ſons receive 
A father's awful counſel ; or, while here, 
Now weary nature calls for kind repoſe, 
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Your curtains will be ſhaken with their broits ; 
And, when you die, ſons blood may (tain your tomb. 
But. other cares demand you now..— The Roman,. 
King. O change of pain! the Remans ? Perilh 
Rome ! 
Thrice happy they who fleep in humble life, 
Beneath the ſtorm ambition blows. *Tis meet 
The great ſhould have the fame of happineſs, 
The conſolation of a little envy ; 
Tis all their pay for thoſe ſuperior cares, 
Thoſe pangs of heart their vaſſals ne'er can feel. 
Where are thoſe ſtrangers! Firit I' hear their tale; 
'Fhen talk in private with my ſons. 
Aitig . But how 
Ictends my lord to make his peace with Rome? 
King. Rome calls me fiery : let her find me fo! 
Antig. O Sir, forbear! Too late you felt Rome's 
pow'r. 
King. Yes, and that reaſon ſtings me, more than 
ever, 
To curſe, and hate, and hazard all againſt her. 
Antig. Hate ber too much to give her battle now; 
Nor to your god - like valour owe your ruin; 
Greece, Theſſaly, Illyrium, Rome has ſeiz'd; 
Your treaſures waſted, and your phalanx thinn'd. 
Should ſhe proceed, and ſtrike at Macedon, 
What would be left of empire ! 
King. Philip! All! | 
I'll take my throne, Send in theſe foreigners. 
SCENE draws, and diſcovers a magnificent thrane, 
| Perſeus, Demetrius, courtiers, &c. attending, 
Poſthumius and Curtius, the Roman ar:baſſaders, 
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enter. Trumpets ſound. The King aſcends the 
throne 
Poſt. Philip of Macedon, to thoſe complaints 
, I Our friends groan out, and you have heard at large, 
Rome now expects an anſwer. She (its judge, 
And will have right on earth. 
King. Expects an anſwer! 
I fo ſhall anſwer as becomes a king. 
Poſt. Ir more, Sir; as becomes a friend of Rome. 
Ring Or Alexander's heir, to riſe ſtill higher. 
But to the purpoſe. Thus a king to thoſe 
That would make kings, and puff them out at 
pleaſure. 
Has Philip done amiſs? Twas you provok'd him. 
My cities, which delerted in my wars, 
thought it meet to puniſh: you deny'd me. 
+» EE Wnen I had ſhook the walls of arena, 
You pluck'd me thence, and took the taken town, 
in Then you ſent word I ſhould retire from Greece, 
A conqueſt at my door, by nature mine; 
And (aid, here end thy realm; as ye were gods! 
v; And gods ye ſhall be ere Rome humbles me. 
All this is done; yet I þilip is your friend! 
If this buys friendihip, where can you find foes ? 
\ In what regard will ſtern Xome look upon me? 
Ii as a friend, too precious let her hold 
Her own eſteem, to cait a ſtain on mine: 
If as an enemy, let her proceed, 
And do as ſhe has done; ſhe need no more. 
Poſi. The Romans do no wrong; vet ſtill are men 
And if to-day an error thwarts their purpoſe, 
To- morrqw ſets it right. If Philip loves 
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Domiuion, and the pride that waits on kings, 

(Of which, perhaps, his words too ſtrongly ſavour) 
Humility to Rome will lead him to it. 

She can give more than common kings can govern: 

King. Than common kings? Ambaſſador ! re- 

member | 
Where firſt my ſword was fluſh'd with 
blood. 

Demet. My lord, forbear. [. I ide to the ling. 

Ning. And Hannibal ftill lives. 

Jo. Becauſe he fled at Capra. 

King. There, indeed, 

] was not with him. 

Fo/?. Therefore be fled a/one 
Since thus you treat us, — hear another charge. 
Why here detain you, pris' ner of your pow'r, 

His daughter who was once Kome's poud ally, 
The king of Thrace © Why is ſhe not reſtor'd ! 
For our next meeting you'll provide an anſwer. 
W hat now is paſt, for his ſake we forgive. 

[ Pointing to Demetrius 


Carina? 


But mark this well, there lyes ſome little diſtance, 


F hil'p, between a Roman and a king. 


[Exeunt Romans |] 
Ning. How ſay'ſt, unſceptred monarch thisto me! 


With Hannibal cleft yon 4{pine rocks; 

With Hannibal choak'd Thraſß men: with ſlaughter 

But, O the night of Cannae's raging held! 

When half the Roman ſenate lay in blood 

Without our tent. and proan'd, as we carous'd! 

Immortal gods! for ſuch another hour 

Then throw my carcaſe to the dogs of Rome. 
Artig. Sir, you forget your ſons. 
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King. Let all withdraw. 
[Exeunt all but the king and his ſons. 
Two paſſions only take up all my foul ; 
Hatred to Rome, and tenderneſs for them. 
Draw near, my fons, and liſten to my age. 
By what is paſt you ſee the (tate of things. 
Foreign alliance muſt a king ſecure ; 
And inſalence ſuſtain to ſerve his pow' r. 
Aud if alliances with Rome are neediul, 
Much more among ourſelves. If I muſt bear, 
Unmov'd, an inſult from a ſtranger's brow, 
Shall not a brother bear a brother's laok 
Without impatience? Whither all this tends 
I'm forry that your conſcious hearts can tell you, 
Is it not molt ſevere ? Two ſons alone 
Have crown'd my bed, and they two are not bro- 
thers. 

Lock here, and, from my kind regards to you, 
Copy luch looks as you ſhould bear each other. 
Why do I ſigh | Do you not know, my ſons ? 
And if you do—O let me ſigh no more! 
Let theſe white hairs put in a claim to peace ! 

Perſ. Henceforth my ſole contention with my 

brother 

Is this, which beſt obeys our father's will. 

Demet Father, if ſimple nature ever ſpeaks 
Io ber own language, ſcorning uſeleſs words, 
You ſee her now; ſhe ſwells into my eyes. 
I take thee to my heart; I fold thee in it. 

Embracing Perſeus. ] 

Our father bids, and that we drauk one milk. 
Is now the ſmalleſt motive of my love. 
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King. /ntigonus, the joy their mother felt, 
When they were born, was faint to what [ feel. 
Demet. See, brother, if he does not weep! his love 
Runs o'er in venerable tears. I'm rude; 
But nature will prevail My king! my father! 7 


Embracing | 
Perſ Now cannot I let fall a ſinꝑle tear. [de.] 
Ring. See! the good man has caught it zoo. 4 
artig. duch tears, B 


And iuch alone, be ſhed in Macedonia! + 
King. Be not thou, Perſeus, jealous of thy bro. I 
ther; 
Nor thou. Demetrius, prone to give him cauſe; 
Nor either think of empire till I'm dead. 
You need not; you reign now; my heart is your's, 
Sheath your reſentments in your father's peace; 
Come to my boſom both, and ſwear it there. 
[Embracing bis ſons.) 
Antig. Look down, ye gods, and change me, if 
you can, 
This fight for one more lovely. What ſo ſweet, 
So beautiful, on earth, and, ah! fo rare, 
As kindred love, and family repole ? 
This, this alliance, Rome, will quite undo thee. 
See this, proud eaſtern monarchs, and look pale; 
Armies are routed, realms o'er-run by this. 
King.Orif leagy'd worlds ſuperior forces bring, | 7 
Fd rather die a father than a king. 
Fatheis alone a father's heart can know, 7 
W hat ſecret tides of ſtill enjoyment flow 7 
When brothers love; but, if their hate ſucceeds, 
They wage the war, but tis the father blceds. 
[Excunt.}] 
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Enter PERSEUS. 
Per/. WI loiters my ambaſſador to Dymas: ? 
His greatneſs will not ſure preſume 
] to ſcorn 
A friendſhip offer'd from an heir of empire. 
But Pericles returns. 
Enter PERICLES. 
Is Dyxmas ours? 
Peric. He's cautious, Sir, he's ſubtle, he's a courticr, 
Dymas is now for you, now for your brother; 
For both, and neither: he's a ſummer - inſect, 
And loves the ſunſhine: on his gilded wings, 
Vhile the ſcales waver, be'll fly doubtful round you; 
\nd ſing his flatteries to both alike : 
, he ſcales once fix d, he'll ſettle on the winner, 
ind ſwear his pray'rs drew down the victory — 
But what ſucceſs had you, Sir, with your brother ? 
„Per. All, all my hopes are at the point of death 
| he boy triumphant keeps his hold in love: 
e's ever warbling nonſenſe in her ear, 
Vith all th' intoxication of ſucceſs. 
3 - Parknefs incloſes me; nor ſee | light 
rom any quarter dawn, but from his death. 
DB» | Peric. Why ſtart at his death who reſolves on 
Jour? 
Ferſ. Reſol ves on mine! 
Peric. Have you not mark'd the princeſs ? 
ou have: with what a beam of majeſty 
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Exalted as it is. Whom loves ſhe then? 
Demetrius? No; Rome's darling, who, no doubt, 
Dares court her with your empire. And ſhall Perſe; 
Survive that loſs? - Thus he reſolves your death. 
Perſ. Moſt true. What crime then to ſtrike fir(t? 
But how? 
Or when? or where? O Peric/:s/ aſſiſt me! 
Peric. *Tis dangerous. 
Per/. The fitter then for me. 


Peric. Wait an occaſion that befriends your wiſhe: 


Per/. Go, fool, and teach a Eatagatt to creep! 
Can thirſt of empire, vengeance, beauty, wait? 

PFeri:. In the meantime accept a ſtratagem 
That muſt ſecure your empire or your love. 
Your brother's Roman friendſhips gail no leſs 
The king than you : he dreads their conſequence, 
Dymas hates Rome; and Dymas has à daughter. 
How can the king · ſo powerfully fix. 
Demetrius faith, as by his marriage there? 
For Dymas, thus, Rome's ſworn eternal foe, 
Becomes a ſpy upon his private life, 
And ſurety for his conduct. 

Per ſ. True but thus 

Our art defeats itſelf. My brether gains 
The fav'rite, and ſo ſtrengthens in his treaſon. 


Peric. Think you he'll wed her? No; the prin» 


cels* eye 


Makes no ſych ſhort-liv'd conqueſt. He'll refufe, 


And thus effect what I have ſtrove in vain : 
Yes; he'll refuſe ; and Dymas, in his wrath, 
Will liſt for us and vengeance—Then the king 
Will, doubtleſs, much reſent his ſon's refuſal ; 
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And thus we kindle the whole court againſt him. 
Per/. My precious friend, | thank thee. I take 
wing 
On ardent hope: I thin it cannot fail. 
Go, make thy court to Dymas with this ſcheme: 
Begone- [ rixene ?— Il] feed her pride 
[Looking out.) 
Once more ; but not expend my breath in vain. 
This meeting ſtamps unalterable fate, 
] will wed her, or vengeance. 
Enter ERIXENE and DEL1A, 
O Erixene /! 
O princefs ! colder than your Thracian ſnows ! 
See Jerſeus, who ne'er ſtoop'd but to the pods, 
Proſtrate before you. Fame and empire ſue. 
Why have I conquer'd ?— Becauſe you are fair. 
What's empire? - but a title to adore you. 
Why do I number in my lineage high 
Heroes and gods ? —That you, ſcarce leſs divine, 
Without a bluſh may liſten to my vows. 
My anceſtor ſubdu'd the world. I dare 
Beyond his pride, and graſp at more in you. 
Obdurate maid ! or turn, or I expire. 
Erix. If love, my lord, is choice, who loves in vain 
Should blame himſeif alone; and, if tis fate, 
'Tis fate in all: why then your blame on me? 
My crown's precarious thro' the chance of war; 
But ſure my heart's my own. Each villager 
Is queen of her affectious, and can vent 
Her arbitrary ſighs where'er ſhe pleaſes. 
Shall then the daughter of a race of kings— 
Perſ. Madam, youjuſtly blame the chance of war: 


rin · 


192 THE BROTHERS. 


The pods have been unkind : I am not fo. 
No, Perſeus comes to counter-balance fate. 
Thrace ne'er was conquer'd, —if you ſmile on me: 
Silent! obdurate ſtill! as cold as death 
But *tis Demetrius — 
Erix. Prince, I take your meaning. 
But, if you truly think his worth prevails, 
How ſtrange is your requeſt ! 
Per/. No, madam, no; 
Tho! love has hurt my mind, I till can judge 
What ſprings controul the paſſions of the great. 
Ambition is firſt miniſter of ſtate ; 
Love's but a ſecond in the cabinet ; 
Nor can he feather there his unfledp'd ſhaft 
But from ambition's wing : but you conceive 
More ſanguine hopes from him whom Rcme ſupports, 
Than me. You view Demetrius on my throne ; 
And thence he ſhines indeed. His charms from thence 
Tranſpierce your ſoul, enamour'd of dominion. 
Erix. Why, now vou ſhew me your profound 
eſteem |! 
Demetrius guilt alone has charms for me; 
Tis not the prince, but traitor wins my love. 
Sach inſults are not brook'd by royal minds, 
Howe'er their fortunes ebb ; and, tho' I mourn, 
An orphan, and a captive, gods there are— 
Fear then an orphan's, and a captive's wrong. 
Perſ. Your cruel treatment of my paſſion— 
But I'll not talk. — This, madam ; only this 
Think not the cauſe, the curſed cauſe of all, 
Shall laugh ſecure and triumph in my pangs. 
Ne.; by the torments of an heart on fire, 
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dle gluts my vengeance who defrauds my love ! 
[Exit.} 
Erix, What have I done? In what a whirlwind 
rage 
Has ſoatch'd him hence on ill! I frown on Per/-:e, 
And kill Demetrius. 
Delia. Madam, tee the prince. 
Enter DEMETRIUS, 
Erix, Ah, prince! the tempeſt, which ſo long ha. 
lowr'd, 88 
Is now full ripe, and burſting o'er your head. 
This moment Pezr/ezs* malice flam'd before me; 
Victorious rage broke thio' his wonted guard, 
And menac'd loud your ruin. Fly, O fly! this inſtant. 
Demet. To what refuge: 
Erix. Rome extends 
Her longing arms to claſp you for her own. 
Demet. Madam, *tis prudent ; I confeſs it is : 
But is it loving as true lovers ought, 
To be fo very prudent in our love: 
I boaſt not ſv much wiſdom : I prefer 
Death at your feet before the world without you. 
Erix. In danger thus extreme.— 
Dem, Oh! moſt belov'd! 
Lov'd you like me, like me you would diſcern, 
That I but execute my brother's purpoſe 
By ſuch a flight. At that his clamour, rage, 
And menace aim; to chaſe a rival hence, 
And keep the field alone, Oh! ſhall 1 leave him 
To gaze whole days, to learn to read youreye, 
To ſtudy your delights, to chide the wind's 


Too rude approach, to bid the ground be ſmooth, 
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To follow like your ſhadow where you go, 
Tread in your ſteps, perhaps—to touch your hand, 
O death! to miniſteria little things; 
From half a glance to propheſy your will, 
And do it ere well form'd in your own mind ! 
Gods! gods! while worlds divide me from my prince, 
That, ſhould ſhe call, Demetrius might. grow old 
Ere he could reach her feet. 
Erix. If Terſeus love 
Pains you, it pains me more. Is your heart griev' d! 
Mine is tormented : but ſince I hilip's ſelf 
Is Ic.ve's great advocate, a flat refuſal 
But blows their rage, and haſtens your deſtruction 
Had I not that to fear, were you ſecure, 
I'd eaſe my boſom of its full diſdain, 
And daſh this bold preſumer on his birth. 
But, ſee the grand proceſſion. 
Demet. We mult join it. 
Enter the Kix, PERSEUS, Romans, ANTI- 
GONUS, Cc. 
Ling Let the proceſſion halt, and here be paid, 
Before yon flaming altar, thanks to Heav'n, 
That brings us ſafe to this auſpicious day ; 
The great luſtration of our martial pow'rs, 
Which, from its dittant birth to preſent time, 
Unfolds the glories of this ancicnt empire, 
And throngs the pride of apes in an hour. 
Poſt. What figure's that, OI Hie! which pre. 
cedes: LPointing. ] 
King. The founder of our empire, furious ſon 
Of great Aiciden. We're ally'd to Heav'n; 
And you, I think, call Romulus a pou — 
That, Philip, ſecond of pur name; and Here, 
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O bend with awe to him, whoſe red right-hand 
Hurl'd proud Darizs like a ſtar from Heav'n, 
With leſſer lights around him, flaming down, 
And bid the laurel'd ſons of Macedonia 
Drink their own Ganges. 
b, Perſ. Give him his helmet, brother. 
[ Aſide to Demetrius. ] 
King. You lead the troops that join in mock en- 
counter, 
And in no other may you ever meet! [Jo /ons. } 
But march one way, and drive the world before you. 
The victor, as our ancient rites decree, 
Muſt hold a feaſt, and triumph in the bowl. 
Demet I long, my lord, to ſee the charge begin: 
The brandiſh'd faulchion and the claſhing hel:n, 
Tho” but in ſport, it is a ſport for men. 
Raw Alexander thus began his fame, 
And overthrew Darius firlt at home. 
We'll practiſe o'er the plans of future conqueſts, 
While neighbouring nations tremble at our play, 
d, And own the fault in tortune, not in us, 
That we but want a foe to be immortal. 
Ferſ. You have ſupply'd my wants: I thank you, 
brother. 
Kiug. L Riſing and coming forwards, Muſic.] 
How vain all outward effort to ſupply 
The foul with joy! The noon- tide ſun is dark, 
re. And muſic diicord, when the heart is low: 
J Þ Avert its omen! What a damp nangs on me! 
| Theſe ſprightly tuneful airs but {kim along 
The ſurface of my toul, not enter there: 


She does not dance to this inchantipg ſound. 
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How, like a broken inſtrument, beneath 
The ſkilful touch, my joyleſs heart lyes dead ! 
Nor anſwers to the maſter's hand divine! 
Autig. When men once reach their autumn, ſick. 
ly joys 
Fall off apace, as yellow leaves from trees, 
At ev'ry little breath misfortune blows ; 
Till, left quite naked of their happineſs, 
In the clull blaſts of winter they expire. 
This is the common lot. Have comtort then : 
Your grief wili damp the triumph. 
King. It is over. | 
Hear too, the tru:npet calls us to the field, 
And now this phantom of a fight begins. 
Fair prirceis, you and I will go together, 
As Friam and bright Helen did of old, 
Fo view the war, Youreyes will make them bolder, 
And raiſe the praiſe of victory itſelf. 

C11 ge out but Perſeus, who has 05/eroved Deme: 
trius and Erixene a/l this time conver ſing, aud 
Pays behind thoushful ard diſturbed.) 

Fer/ Before my face ſhe fees him with her ſmiles: 

7 he king looks on, nor diſapproves the crime; 
And the boy takes them as not due to me; 
Without remo:ſe as happy as ſhe'll make him. 
Periſh all three! I'll ſcck allies elfewkere; 
Fatker, and brother, nay, a miltrels too, 
Deſhruſtion, riſe ! though thou art black as nig 
Thy mother, and as hideous as Aſpair, 

II claſp thee thus, nor think of woman mo: e. 
Now the boy doats, and drinks in at his eyes 
Her poiſon! O to ſtab him in ber arms! 
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And yet do leſs than they have done to me. 
Enter PERICLES. 
Peric, Where is my prince ? The nation's on the 
wing, 
No boſom but exults, no hand but bears 
A garland or a trophy: and ſhall Perſeus — 
Per/. Vengeance | [ Shout within.” 
Peric. Hear how with ſtioots they rend the {kies. 
Per/. Give me my vengeance ! 
Peric. Forty thouſand men, 
In polich'd armour, ſhine againſt tlie ſun. 
Per/. Dare but another word, and not of veu- 
geance, 
And will uſe thee as I would —my brother. 
Peric. Venge.nce ? on whom ? 
Perf. On bun. 
Peric. Wuat vengeance ? 
er, Ter. Blood 
Feric, Tis yours. 
e · Jerſ. What god will give it me: 
14 J eric. Your own right-hand. 
Perſ. ] dare not—for my father. 
ed: Jerig. You ſhall dare. 
{er/. Shalt thou Care give eacouragement to 
Perſeus ? 
Uafold thy parpoſe; Il outſhoot the mark. 
Feri. Where are you going ? 
Feri To the mock encounter. 
F Feric, What mare like mock encounter than: 
the true ? 
Perſ. Enough — He's dead! * Twas accident; 
'twas error: 
R 3 
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No matter what. Ten thouſand ſhare the blame. l 
Peric. Hold, Sir, I had forgot: on this occaſion W « 
The troops are ſearch'd, and foils alone are worn 8 
Inſtead of ſwords. 
Perſ. An oſier were enough. ; 
Who pains my heart plants thunder in my hand. g 
Peric. But ſhould this fail— 1 
Ver. Impoſſible. | 
Peric. But, ſhould it, 
The banquet follows. 
Per/. Poiſon in his wine. 
thank the gods; my ſpirits are reviv'd ; 
draw immortal vigour from that bowl. 
Peric. Nay, ſhould both fail, the field and bar- 
quet too, 8 
All fails not; fairer hopes to fair ſucceed: | 8 
For know my lord the king receiv'd with joy | 


The marriage ſcheme, and ſent tor Dyma daughter. ſl S 
Perſ. Then there's a ſecond bowl of poiſon for him. 
Peric. Yet more: this ev'ning thoſe ambaſſadors, 

Which Philip ſent to Rome, beneath the name 

Of public buſineſs, but in truth to learn 

Your brother's conduct, are expected home. 

Per/. Thole whom I ſwore, before they parted 
hence, 

In dreadful ſacraments of wine and blood, 

To bring back ſuch reports as ſhould deſtroy him: 

And, what, if to compleat our ſecret plan, 

We feign a letter to his friend the conſul, 

To ſtrengthen our ambaſſador's report. P 

Peric. That care, my lord, be mine: I know a 

knave, 


ted 
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Grown fat on forgery ; he'll counterfeit 

Old Qintius hand and ſeal, by former letters 

Sent to the King, which you can gam with caſe. 
Per/. Obſerve—This morning, at their interview, 

The Romans, in effect, inform'd the king 

That Thrace was theirs, and order'd him reſtore 

The princeſs. This will give much air of truth, 

If our forg'd letters fay the Pomans crown 

Demetrius king of Thrace, and promile more. 
Peric, My lord, it ſhall be done. 
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Perſ. All cannot fail. Trumpets.) 
Peri. The trumpets ſound; the troops are 
mounted. 


Perf. Vengeance! 

Sweet vengeance calls; nor ever call'd a god 

Such ſwift obedience : like the rapid wheel 

I kindle in the courſe; I'm there already ; 

Snatch the bright weapon ; bound into my ſeat ; 
Strike, triumph, ſee bim gaſping on the ground, 
And life, love, empire, ſpringing from his wound- 
When godlike ends by means unjuit ſucceed, 
The preat reſult adorns the daring deed. 
Virtue's a ſhackle, under fair diſguiſe, 

To fetter fools, while we bear off the prize. 
[Excunt.] 


. 


Enter PERSEUS. | 
Perſ. pm_ in ill, like cowards in the field, 
Are ſure to be defeated. To ſtrike 


home, 
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In both, is prudence : guilt begun, muſt fly 
To guilt couſummate. to be late. 
Enter PEKICLES, 

Peric My lord — 

Per/. Diſturb not my devotions ; they decline 
The beaten track, the common path of prayer 
Ye pow'rs of darkneſs, that rejoice in ill, 

All ſworn by Styx, with peſtilential blaiis 

To wither ev'ry virtue in the bud, 

To keep the door ot dark confpiracy, 

And ſuuff the grateful fumes of human blood! 
From ſulphur blue, or your rcd beds of fire, 
Or your black ebon throaes, auſpicious riſe, 
And, burſting thro? the barriers of this world, 
Stand in dread contraſt to the golden ſun, 
Fright day-light hence with your infernal {.nilcs, 
And howl aloud your forniidable joy, 

While I tranſport you with the fair record 
Of what your faithful miniſter has done, 
Beyond your inſpiration, ſelf-impell'd, 

To ſpread your empire, and ſecure his own. 
Hear and applaud.— Now, Pericles, procecd : 
Speak, is the letter forg'd ? 

Peric. This moment ; and might cheat 
The cunning eye of jealouly itſelf. 

Per Tis well. Art thou appris'd of what hath 
paſt 
Since laſt we parted ? 
Feric. No, my lord. 
Per/ſ Then rouſe 
Thy whole attention : here we are in private. 
Know then, my Pericles, the mock encounter 
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I turn'd, as taught by-thee, to real rage: 
But blaſted be the cowards which 1 led: 
They trembled at a boy, 
Peric. Ha | 
Perſ. Mark me well. 
The villains fled, but ſoon my prudence turn'd 
To good account that momentary ſhame. 
Thuz—I pretend 'twas voluntary flight 
To lave a brother's blood, acculing him 
As author of that conflict 1 declin'd, 
And he purſu'd with ardor and ſucceſs. 
Peric. That's artful. What enſu'd : 
Per/. The banquet follow'd, 


Zleld oy the victor, as our rites require; 
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To with hs caty nature, ſoon appeas'd, 
Invited te 1 vent not, but ſcat ſpies, 
To learn what palt ; which ſpies, by chance detected, 
(Oblerie me) were ill-us'd. 

Feric. By whom ? your brother! 

Ferſ. No; by his ſons of riot. He ſoon after, 
Not knowing that my ſervants were abus'd, 
Kind, and gay-hearted, came to viſit me. 
They who miſas'd my (pies, for (elt-Cetence, 
Conceal'd their arms beueath the robes of peace. 
Cf this inform d, again my genius ferv d me, — 

£ eric. You took occaſion, from theſe few in arms, 
To charge a murderous aſſault on all. 

Ter. True, Pericles : but mark my whole ad- 

reſs. 

Againſt my brother fwift I bar my gates, 
Fiy to my tather, and with artful tears 
Accuſe Demetrius; firſt, of turning ſports, 
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And guiltleſs exerciſe, to mortal rage; 1 
Then of inviting me (ſtill blacker guilt) \ 
To ſmiling death in an envenom'd bowl; 
And laſt, that, both theſe failing, mad with rape, 
He threw his ſchemes of baffled art aſide, 2 
And with arm'd men avow'dly ſought my life. 
Teric. Three ſtai tling articles, and well concerted, 
Following each other in an eaſy train, | 
With fair ſimilitude of truth. But, Sir, 
Ho bore your father ? 
Perſ. Oh he ſhook! he fell! 
Nor was his fleeting ſoul recall'd with eale, 
Peric. What ſaid he, when recover'd ? 
Pe; His reſolve 
] ki 6+ not pet; but, ſee, his minion comes, 
And comes perhaps to tell me—but bl go, 
Suſtain u part, and echo loud my wrongs. 
Nougu: ſo like innocence, as perfect guilt, 
If he biin: 2aght of moment, you'll inform me. 
UL Perieus goes off, he is ſeized by officers.) 
Enter DYMAS. 
Peric. How fares tlie king? 
Dyzm Ev'n as an aged oak 
Puſh'd ta aud fro the labdur of the ſtorm; 
WW hoie largeſt branches ate {truck off by thunder: 
Yet ſtill he lives, and on the nountain groans; 
Strong in affliction, av:tul from his wounds, 
And more rever'd in ruiu, than in glory. 
Per ic i hear prince Perſeus has accus'd his bro- 
ther. 
1'ym, True; and the king's commands are now 
gone forth 
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To throw them both 4a chains; for farther thought 
Makes Philip doubt the truth of Perſeus” charge. 
Peric. What then is his deſign ? 
[:ym. They both this hour 
>Juſt plead their cauſe before him. Nay, already, 
His nobles, judges, counſellors are met ; 
J, And public juſtice wears her ſterneſt form; 
4 more momentous trial ne'er was known : 
Whether the pleaders you ſurvey as brothers, 
Or princes known in arts, or fam'd for arms ; 
Whether you por.der, in their awful judpe, 
The tender parent, or the mighty king. 
Greece, thens hears the cauſe : the great reſult 
Is lite, or death; is infamy, or fame. [Trumpets] 
Peric. What trumpets theſe ? 
Dy. They ſummon to the court. [Fxeunt,) 


SCENE draws, the court, king, &c. 
Enter Dymas, and takes his place by the KING. 


53 Ring. Bring forth the priſoners. 
Strange trial this! Here fit I to debate 
Which vital limb tc lap, nor that to ſave, 
But render wretched lite more wretched till. 
Wiat lee I, but ircav'n's vengeance in my ſons ? 
Their guilt a ſcourge tor nijue : tis thus heav'a 
writes 
ts awful meaning. plain in human deeds, 
and language lead c i men 
bro- | Enter PERSEUS ana DEMETRIUS i chains, 
from different ſides of the ſiage: PERSEVS 


now followed by PERICLES and DEMETRIUS by 
ANTIGONUS 


Dm. Dread Sir, your ſons. 
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King. I have no ſons; and that I ever had 
Is now my heavieſt curſe : and yet what care, 
What rains I tock, to curb their rifing rage 
How often have I rang'd thro' hiſtory 
To find examples for their private uſe ? 
The 7% ban brothers did | ſet before them. 
What bloud ! what defolation ! but in vain, 
For thee, : emetrius, did I go to Rome, 
And bring thee patterns thence ot brother's love 
The Quint, and the Scipio's; but in vain! 
If I'm a monarch, where is your obedience? 
If I'm a father, where's your duty to me? 
If old, your veneration due to years ? 
Bat I have wept, and you have ſworn, in vain! 
] had your ear, and enmity your heart, 
How was this morning's counſel] thrown away! 
How happy is your mother in the grave! 
She, when ſhe bore you, ſuffer'd leſs; her pangs, 

Her pungent pengs, throb thro' the father's heart. 
Demet. You can't condemn me, Sir, to work 
than this. 
King. Than what, thou young deceiver ? While 
I live, 

You both with impious wiſhes graſp my ſceptre: 
Nothing is ſacred, nothing dear, but empire. 
Brother, nor father, can you bear; fierce luſt 
Of empire burns, extinguiſh'd all beſide. 
Why pant you for it? Io give others awe? 
Be therefore aw'd yourſelves, and tremble at it, 
While in a father's hand. 

Iain My lord, your warmth 
Defers the buſinels. 
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King. Am I then foo warm? 
They that ſhould ſhelter me from every blaſt, 
To be themſelves the ſtorm! O how Rome triumphs ! 
Oh! how they bring this hoary bead to ſhame! 
Conqueſt and fame, the labour of my life, 
Now turn againſt me; and call in the world 
To gaze at what was Philip, but who now 
Wants ev'n the wretch's privilege—a wiſh, 
What can 1 wiſh'? Demetrixs may be puiltlefs. 
What then is Perſeus ? Judgment hangs as yet 
Doubtful o'er them ; but I'm condemn'd already; 
For both are mine, and one——is foul as hell. 
Should theſe two hands wage war, (theſe hands leſs 
dear), 
What boots it which prevails? in both I bleed. 
But | have done. Speak, Perſeus, and at large; 
Tou l have no ſecond hearing Thou forbear. 
[To Demetrius.) 
Perſ. Speak Twas with utmoſt ſtruggle 
I forbore: _ 
Theſe chains were ſcarce deſign'd to reach my tongue: 
Ther treſpaſs is ſufficient, ſtopping here. 
[Sewing his arms.] 
Theſe chains! for what? Are chains for innocence ? 
Not ſo; for, ſee, Demctrius wears them too. 
Fool that I was, ro tremble at vain laws; 
Nor learn from him deſiance of their frown; 
Since innocence and guilt are us'd alike ; 
Blood thirſty ſtabbers, and their deſtin's prey: 
Perſeus, ans he—1 will not call him brother: 
[Pointing at Demetrhu.) 
He wants not that enhancement of his guilt. 
Vor. Il. S 
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King. But cloſer to the point; and lay before u 
Your whole deportment this ill-fated day. 

Perf. Scarce was he cool from that embrace 1his 

morning, 

Which you enjoin'd, and 1 ſincerely gave, 
Nor thought he plann'd my death within my arm, 
When holding vile, oaths, honour, duty, love, 
He fir'd our friendly ſports to martial rage. 
If war, why not fair war? But that has danger. 
From hoſtile conflict, as from brothers play, 
He bluſh'd not to invite me to his banquet. 
I went not; and in that was I to blame? 
Think you there nothing had been found but peace, 
From whence ſoon after ſally'd armed men? 
Think you I nothing had to fear from ſwords, 
When from their foils I ſcarce eſcap'd with life ? 
Or poiſon might his valonr ſuit as well 
This paſe d, as fuits his wiſdom, Macedonians / 
Who volts o'er elder brothers to a throne : 
With an arm'd rout he came to viſit me. 
Did I refuſe to-go. a bidden gueſt ? 
And ſhould I welcome him, a threat'ning foe ? 
Reſenting wy refuſal ; boiling for revenge 

Demet. Ti falſe. 

Antig. Forbear —— The king ! 

Perſ. Nad I receiv'd them, 
You now had mourn'd,my death, not heard my 

Cauſe. ——— 

Dares he deny be brought an armed throng ? 
Call thoſe I'name; who dare this deed, dare all; 
Yet will not dare deny that this is true. 


My death alone can * « Rranger proof; 
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Wiil no leſs proof than that content a father ? 
Peric. Perſeus, you ſee has art, as well as fire ; 

Nor have the wars worn #thens from his tongue. 
Perſ. Let him, who ſeeks to . in — $ 

blood, 

Not find well-pleas'd the fountain whence it fow's: : 

Let him, who ſhudders at a brother's knife, 

Find refuge in the boſom of a father: 

For where elſe can I fly ? whom elſe implore? 

] have no Romans, with their eagles wings, 

To ſhelter me; Demetrius borrows thoſe 

To mount fall rebel-high. I bave their hatred ; 

And, thanks to Heav'n l deſerve it. Good Demetrius 

Can fee your towns and kingdoms torn away 

By theſe protetiors ; and ne'er loſe his temper. 

My weakneſs ! 1 confeſs, it makes me rave; 

It makes me weep——and my tears rarely flow, 
Peric. Was ever ſtronger proof of filial love! 
Perſ. Vain are Rome's hopes while you and I 

ſurvive : 

But ſhould the ſword take me, and age my father, 

(Heav'n grant they leave him to the ſtroke of age) 

The kiogdom and the king are both their own; 

A duteous loyal king, a ſcepter'd flave, 

A willing Macedonian flave to Kome. 

King. Firſt let an earthquake ſwallow Macedonia, 
Perf. How, at fuch news, would Hanni5a! re- 
: ice ? 

How the great ſhade of 4lexander ſmile? . 

The thought quite choaks me up ; I can no more. 
King. Proceed! 

Pecſ. No, Sir, why have I ſpoke at all? 
8 2 
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"Twas needleſs: Philip juſtifies my charge: 
Fh:lip's the ſingle witneſs which I call 
To prove Demetrius guilty. | 
Kimg. What doſt mean! N 
Perſ. What mean I, Sir what mean 1 — 70 
run mad 3 0 | 
For who, unſhaken both in heart and brain, 
Can recollect it! 
Kirg. What? 
Perf. This morning's inſult. 
This morning they prociaim'd him Philip's king; 
This morning they forgave you for his ake. 
O pardon, pardon !—1 could ſtrike him dead. 
King. More temper. . 
Per. Not more truth; that cannot be! 
And that it cannot, one proof can't eſcape you ; 
For what but truth could make me, Sir, fo bold? 


Nome puts forth all her ſtrength,tocrown her minion. 


Demetrius vices, thriving of themſelves, 
Her fulſome flatt'ries dung to ranker growth, 
Demetrizs is the burden of her ſong; 
Each river, hill, and dale, bas learn'd his name; 
While elder Per/cus in a whilper dies. 
Demetrius treats ; Demetrixs gives us peace; 
De-metrias is our god, and word be fo. 
My ſight is ſhort ; look on him you that can: 
What ſage experience fits upon his brow, 
What awful marks of wiſdom, who vouchſafes 
To patronize a father, and a king: 
Such patronage is treaſon, 

King. Treaſon ! death 


P er/. Nor let the tyes of blood bind up the bans 
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Of juſtice ; nature's tyes are broke already: 
For, who contend before you ? — Your two lons? — 
No; read aright ; tis Macedon and Rome. 
A well-maſk'd foreigner, and your—oaly fon, 
Guard of your life, and exile of your love. 
Now, bear me to my dungeon: what ſo fit 
As darkneſs, chains, and death, for ſuch a traitor ? 
King. Speak, Demetrius. 
Autig. My lord, he cannot ſpeak ; accept his 
tears 
Inſtead of words. 
Per/. His tears are falſe as they —— 
Now, with fine phraſe, and foppery of tongue, 
More graceful action, and a ſmoother tone, 
That orator of fable, and fair face, 
Will ſtea! on your brib'd hearts, and, as you liſten, 
Plain truth, and I, plain Perſeus, are forgot. 
Demet. My father !. king | and judge! thrice 
awful pow'r ! 
Your fon, your ſubject, and your pris'ner, hear; 
Thrice humble ſtate ! If I have grace of ſpeech, 
(Which gives, it ſcems, offence) be that no crime, 
Which oft has ſerv*d my country and my king: 
Nor in my brother let it paſs for virtue, 
That, as he is, ungracious he would ſeem ; 
For, oh! he wants not art, tho' grace may fail him. 
The wonted-aids of thoſe that are accus d, 


Has my acculer feiz'd. He ſhed tale tears, 


That my true forrows might ſuſpected flow : 
He ſeeks my life, and calls me murderer ; 
And vows no refuge can he find on earth, 


ind] That | may want it in a father's arins ; 
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Thoſe arms to which ev'n ſtrangers fly VE 
King. Speak to your charge. 
Demer. He charges me with treaſon. 
if I'm a traitor, If I league with Rome, 
Why did his real forbear me till this hour ? 
Was treaſon then no crime, till (as be feigns) 
] ſought his life? Dares Per/exs hold ſo much 
His father's welfare cheaper than his ewn ? 
Lefs cauſe have I, a brother, to complain. 
He ſays I wade for empire through his blood ; 
He ſays I place my confidence in Rome: 
Why murder him, if Rome will crown my brow : 
Will then a ſceptre, dipt in brother's blood, 
Conciliate love, and make my reign ſecure ? 
Falſe are both charges; and he proves them falſc 
By placing them together. 
Antig. That's well urg'd. 
Demet. Mark, Sir, bow Perſeus, unawares ab- 
ſolves me 
From guilt in all, by loading all with guilt, 
Did I deſign bim poiſon at my feaſt ? 
Why then did I provoke him in the eld? 
That, as he did, be might refufe to come ? 
When angry he refus d, I ſhould have ſooth' d 
His rous'd reſentment, and deferr'd the blow; 
Not deſtin'd him that moment to my ſword, 
Which I before inſtructed him to ſhun | 
Thro' fear of death did be decline my banquet ? 
Could I expect admittance then at his? 
Theſe numerous pleas, at variance, overthrow 
Each other, and are advocates for me. 
Perſ. No, Sir; Peſhumiu is his advocate. 
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King. Art thou afraid tha* I ſhould hear him out? 
Demet. Qit then this picture, this well-painted 
fear, 
And come to that which touches bim indeed. 
Why is Den.etrius not defpis'd of all, 
His ſecond in endowments as in birth? 
How dare I draw the thoughts of Macedsn 
How dare I gain eſteem from foreign pow'rs ? 
Eſteem, when gain'd, how dare I to preſerve ? 
Theſe are his ſecret thoughts. theſe burn within, 
Theſe ſting up accuſations in his ſoul, 
Turn friendly viſits to foul fraud and murder, 
And pour in poifon to the bowl of love. 
Merit is treaſon in a younger brother. 
Ang. But clear your conduct with regard to Rome. 
Demet. Alas! dread Sir, I grieve to find ſet down 
Among my crimes what ought to be my praiſe, 
That I went boſtage, or ambaſſador. 
Was Philip's high command, not my requelt : 
Indeed, when there, in both theſe characters 
] bore in mind to whom I owe my birth : 
Rome's favour follew'd. If it is a crime 
To be regarded, ſpar a crime you caus'd ; 
Caus'd by your orders and example too. 
True, I'm Rome's friend while Nome is your ally: 
When not, this hoſtage, this ambaſſador, 
Sa dear, ſtands forth the pᷣerceſt of her foes; 
At your commands, flies ſwift on wings of fire, 
The native thunder of a father's arm. 
Antig. There ſpoke at once the hero and the ſon, 
Demet. To cloſe To thee, I grant, ſome thanks 


are due; [Speaking to Perſeus] 
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Not for thy kindneſs, but malignity : 
Thy characters my friend, tho' thou my foe ; 
For, ſay whoſe temper promiſes moſt guilt ? 
Perſeus, importunate, demands my death: 
L do not aſk for his: ah! no; 1 feel 
Too pow'rful nature pleading for him here. 
But. were there no fraternal tye to bind me, 
A ſon of Fhilip muſt be dear to me. 
If you, my father, had been angry with me, 
Ay elder brother, a leſs awful parent, 
He ſhould aſſuage you, he ſhould intercede, 
Soften my failings, and indulpe my youth: 
But my aſylum drops its character ; 
I find not there my reſcue, but my ruin. 
Perſ. His bold aſturance— 
King. Do not interrupt. him; 
But let thy brother finiſh his defence. 


Lemet. O Perſexs! How I tremble as I ſpeak. ' 


Where is a brother's voice, a brother's eye? 
Where is the melting of a brother's heart? 
Where is. our awful tather's dread command ? 
Where a dear dying mother's laſt requeſt? 
Forgot, ſcorn'd, hated, trodden voder foot 
Thy heart, how dead to ev ry call. of nature 
Unſon' d! unbrother'd ! nay, anhumaniz d! 
Far from, aſſection, as thou' rt near in blood ! 


Oh! Perſeus, Perſeus /—But my beart's too full. 
LE. a oz Aptigonus. ] \ 


King. Support bim. 
Per / Vengeance overtakeobis Crimes. . 
King. No more | 


Antig. See, from his hoary brow be wipes the how, 


2 
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Which agony wrings from him. x 
King. O! my friend, 
Theſe boys at ſtrife, like Aetna s ſtruggling flames, 
Convulſions cauſe, and make a mountain ſhake; 
Shake Philip's firmneſs, and canyulſe his heart; 
And, with a fiery flood ef civil war, 
Threaten to deluge my divided land. 
I've heard them both; by neither am convinc'd : 
And yet Demetrius words went thro' my heart. — 
A double crime, Demetrius, is your charge; 
Fondneſs for Rome, and hatred to your brother. 
If you can clear your innocence in one, 
Twill give us cauſe to think you wrong'd in both. 
Demet. How ſhall I clear it, Sir? 
King. This honeſt man 
Deteſts the Romans: if you wed his diughter, 
Rome's foe becomes the guardian of your faith. 
Demet. I told you, Sir, when I return'd from 
Rome — 
King. How! doſt thou want an abſviate 
command ? | 
Your brother, fatber, country, all exact; it. 
Autig. See yonder guards at hand if yau refuſe. 
Nay, more, a father, ſo diſtreſs'd, demands 
A ſon's compaſſion to becalm his heart. 
Oh! Sir, comply. 
Ltd. to — 
Demet. There! there! indeed, you touch me: 
Beſides, if I'm confin'd, and Petſeus free, 
| never, never, ſhall behold her more. — 


LAlide to havin? 


\ 


* Pardon, ye gods! an artifice forc d on me. 
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Dread Sir, your ſon complies. 7 _U 0 the King). 
Dym. Aſtoniſhment ! 
King. Strike off his chains. Nay, Perſeus too u 
ge 
They wear no bonds but thoſe of duty now. 
Dymas, go, thank the prince : he weds your daughter; 
And higheſt honours pay your high deſert. 
[Exeunt all but Dymas and Demetrius 

Dym O, Sir, without preſumption, may I dare 
To lift my raviſh'd thought 

Demet. In what I've dore 
I paid a duty to my father's will: 

And ſet you an example, where tis due, 
Of not with-holding yours. 

Dym. My duty, Sir, 
To you can never fail. 

Demet* Then, Dymas, 1 requeſt thee, 

Ga, ſeek the king, and ſave me from a marriage 
My brother bas contriv'd in artful malice, 

To make me loſe my father or my love. 

Go charge the juſt refuſal on tbyſelf. 

Dym. What Philip authorizes me to wiſh, 
You, Sir, may diſappoint : but, to take on me 
The load of the refulal —— 

Demet. la no more 
Than Dymas owes his ** if he'd ſhun 
The natural ſurmiſe, that he concurr'd 
In brewing this foul treaſon. 

Dym. Sir, the king 
Knows what he does ; and, if he ſeeks my glory— 

Demet. In a degree deſtructive of his own, 
Ti yours to diſappoint him, or renounce 


= 
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. Your duty to your king. 
Dym. You'll better tell— 
u Demet. Yes, better tell the king, be wounds his 
honour, 
By lifting up a uinion from the duſt, 
eri And mating him with princes. Uſe your pow'r 
Againſt yourſelf. Yes, uſe it like a man, 
In ſerving him who gave it. Thus you'll make 
re Indulgence juſtice, and abſolve your maſter, 
Though kings delight in raiſing what they love, 
Leſs owe they to themſelves, than to the throne ; 
Nor muſt they proſtitute its majeſty, 
To ſwell a ſubjeR's pride, howe er deſerving. 
Dyn. What the king grants me 
Demet. Talk not of a grant: 
What a king owght not, that he cannot give; 
And what is more than meet from princes bounty, 
*® Fl plunder, not a grant. Think you his bonour 
A perquiſite belonging to your place, 
As favourite paramount Preſerve the king 
From doing wrong. tho' wrong is done for ca; 
And ſhew tis not in favour to corrupt thee. 
Dym. 1 ſought not, Sir, this honour. 
Demet But would take it. 
True majelty's the very ſoul of kings ; 
And rectitude the ſoul of majeſty: 
If mining minions ſap that rectitude, 
The king may live, but majeſty expires : 
And be that leſſens majeſty, impairs 
That juſt obedience public good requires; 
Doubly a traitor to the crown and ſtate. 
Dym. Muſt i retulc what Fils pleas'dto give? 
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Demet. Can a king give thee more than is his own? 
Know, a king's dignity is public wealth ; 

On that ſubſiſts the nation's fame and pow v. 
Shall fawning ſycophants, to plump themſelves, 
Eat up their maſter, and dethrone his glory ? 
What are ſuch wretches? what but vapours foul, 
From fens and bogs, by royal beams, exhal'd, 
That radiance intercepting which ſhu'd chear 
The land at large? Hence ſubjects hearts grow cc 
And frozen loyalty forgets to flow : 

But then tis ſlippery ſtanding for the 1minion : 
Stains on his ermin to their royal maſter 

Such miſcreants are; not jewels in bis crown. 

If you perſiſt, Sir But, of words, no more 

To me to threat is harder than to do! 

Dym. Let me embrace this genuine ſon of empir S 
When warm debates divide the doubt ful land, 
Should I not know the prince moſt fit to reign? H 
I've tried you as an eagle tries her young, H 

D 
B. 
* 


. <4 %. 


And find your dauntleſs eye is fix'd on glory. 

Fl to the king, and your commands obey.— 

We mult give young men opiates in a fever. LA ſide. 

Yes, boy, I will obey thee to thy ruin. N 

Erixe ne (hall ſtrike thee dead for this. [ Exit Dym. 
Demet. I beſe ſtateſmen nothing woo but gol 


and pow'r. M 
I'm a bold advocate for other love, 
Though, at their ber, indicted for a fool. Fo 
When reaſon, like the ſkilful charioteer, le 
Can break the fiery paſſions to the bit, 


And, ſpite of their licentious ſallies, keep Bu 
"The radiant track of glory, paſſices, then, fe 
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Are aids and ornaments. Triomphant reaſon, 
Firm in her feat, and ſwift in her career, 
Enjoys their violence, and, ſmiling, thanks 
Their formidable flame for high renown. 

Take then my ſoul, fair maid ! tis wholly 

l, 0 thine; 

And thence I feel an energy divine. . 

When objects worthy praiſe our hearts approve, 
| Each virtue grows on conſecrated love : 

And, ſure, ſoft paſſion claim to be forgiv'n, 

When love of beauty is the love of Heav'n. 


. 
Enter ExrxENE and DELIA. 
ire. Pr. [IS plain ! ris plain! this marriage 
gains her father : 
ne, join'd to Rome, the crown. Thy words were true: 
He wooes the diadem, that diadem which-I 
Deſpit'd for him. O how unlike our loves ! 
But it is well 3 he gives me my revenge. 
64:10 Wed Dyna daughter! What a fall is there? 
Not the world's empire could repair his glory. 
Delis. Maleny youu — too much 
| ny Bee hy (IIOYLY You 2 
More now — Gat? R 
Erix. At firſt I doubted d: 
For who, that lov'd Mime; das Ley >? 
I diſbeliev'd what 8 ; 
Andthought it v artto wound oor lover: 
But when the good -Intigonus, ſworn Mend 
To falſe D-mat?tts}'v w 
Vor. II. T 


ie 
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Then paeſhon took me, as the northern blaſt 
An autumn leaf. O gods l the dreadful whirl ! 
But, while I ſpeak, be's with ber: laughs and play; 
Mingles his dalliance with inſulting mirth ; 
To this new goddeſs offers up my tears ; 
Yes, with my ſhame and torture, wooes ber love. 
I fee, hear, feel it! O theſe raging fires! 
Can then the thing we ſcorn give ſo much pain? 
Delia. Madam, theſe tranſports give him cauſe 
to triumph 
Erix. I vent wy grief tathee; bete er ſhall know it. 
If I can't conquer, I ll conceal my paſſion, 
And ſtifle all its pangs beneath diſdain. 
Delia. The greateſt minds are moſt relenting too: 
If then Demetrizs ſhould repent his crime —— 
Erix. If ſtill my paſſion burns, it ſhali burn in- 
ward : | 
On the bene rack of filence I'll expire, 
Before one ſigh eſcape me Ae repent ! 
What wild extravagance of thought is thine ? 
But did be? Who repents, has once. been falſe : 
In love, repentance but declares our gilt ; 
And injur d henour—— ſhall exaRt its due. 
In vain bis love, nay, mine ſhould groam in vain ! 
Both are devoted. Vengeance, vengeance reigus ! 
3 
A human heart can feel. 75 
Delia, The king approaches: . 
Eater ths Kang, tre... | 
King. Madam, at length, we. Go: he dawn of 


"Parr, 
And bope. an end of our domeſtic jars 
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The jealous Perſexs can no longer fear 
Demetrius is a Roman, ſince this day 
Makes him the ſon of Dymas, Rome worſt foe. 
Erix. Already, Sir, I've heard, and heard with joy 
Th' important news. | 
King. To make our bliſ-run o'er, 
You, Madam, will compleat what Heav'n begias, 
And ſave the love · ſick Perſeus from deſpair: 
e That marriage would leave Rome without pretence 
To touch our conqueſt, and for ever join 
t. ¶ To theſe domipions long-diſputed Thrace. 
Enter DYMa3. 
Brix. Tho' Thrace by conqueſt ſtoops to Ma» 
: cedon, 
I know my rank, and would preſerve its due. 
Wich meditated coldneſs have I beard 
Prince Perſers* vows ; unwilling to conſent, 
Before reſtor'd to my forefathers throne, 
Leſt that conſent ſhould merit little thanks, 
As flowing leſs from choice than your command : 
But, ſince the Roman pride will find accouat 
In my perſiſting ſtill, and Philip ſuffer, 
1 quit the lofty thought on which I ſtood, 
And yield to your requeſt. 
King. lodulgent gods 
Bleſs d moment ! How will this with tranſport fill 
The doubtful Perſeus, after years of pain ? 
Dym. My lord, I've heard what paſt, and give 
you Joy 
if | Of Perſeus nuptials, which your ſtate requires: 
-+ | But for Demetrius'—think of thoſe no more. 
Far from accepting ſuch a load of glory, 
SY 


|! 
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I bring, I bring, my lord, this forfeit head, 
Due to my bold refuſal. 

King, Dares the boy 
Fall from his promiſe ; and impoſe on thee 
Forc'd diſobedience to my royal. pleaſure ? 

Dym, No, my moſt honour'd lord, there, there“ 

my crime: 
Fond of the maid, with ardour he prefs'd on; 
But ſhould I dare pollute bis blood with mine ? 
But you, Sir, authorize it, —ſtill more baſe, 
To wrong a maſter ſo profuſely kind. 

King. That man is noble on whom Philip ſmiles, 
Come, come, there's ſomething more in chis— ex · 

plain. 

DP; m. Why I am forc'd on this ungrateful office, 
Yet can't I tell you more than fame has told; 
Which ſays Demetrius is in league with Rome. 
Why weds ambition then an humble maid, 

But to gain me to treaſon ? What then follows ? 
They'll fay, the ſubtle ſtateſman plaan'd this mar- 
riage, 
To raiſe his blood into his maſter's throne. 
No, Sir, preſerve my fame, let life ſuffice. 
Enter PERICLES, 
Feric. Sir, your ambaſſadors arriv'd from Ave 
[Preſents a letter.] 
Ring. Ha! I muſt read it ;—this will tell me 
more. After reading it.] 
O princeſs! Now our only comfort flows 
From your indulgence to my better fon. 
This dreadful news precipitates my with. 
To keep rapacious Rene from ſeizing Thrace, 
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You cannot wed too ſoon : My fair ally 

What if you bleſs me and my ſon to-morrow ? 
Erix. Since you — and your affairs de- 

r 

Without a bluſh I think I may ccmpl y. 

King. O daughter! but no more The pods 
will thank you 

go to bleſs my Per/zus with the news. 

Dym. Thus the boy's dead in empire and in love. 
[Exeunt King, Dymas, &c. |} 
Erix. Itriumph ! I'm reveng'd! I reign ! I] reign! 

Nor thank Demetrius” treaſon for a crown. 

Love is our own cauſe, honour is the guds. 

can be glorious without happineis: 

But without glory never can be bleſ d. 
Delia. *Tis well ; but cap you wed the man you 

ſcorn ? 
Eria. Wed * thing for vengeance on the per- 
jur d. 

PII now inſult bim from an liigher bers! 

This unexpected turn may gall his pride. 

Whate'er has panps for him, has charms for me. 
Delia. A rooted love is ſcarce fo ſoon remov'd. 
Erix. If not, the greater virtue to controul it, 

And ſtrike at his heart, tho' tis through my own. 
Delia, I can't but praiſe this triumph; yet 1 

dread 

The combat fill. - And ſee the ſoe draws near. 

Enter DEMETRIUS. 
. Entunc! 0 2 
— My lord. : of 
Demet. My pale 2 N lien 
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My trembling limbs prevent my faltering tongue, 
And aſk you—— 

Erix. What, my lord ? 

Demet. My lord ﬀ——Her eyes 
Confirm it true : and yet, without a crime, 

I can't believe it. O Erixenc / 

Erix, I gueſs your meaning, Sir, but am ſurpriz d 
That Dymas' fon ſhould think of aught I do. 

Demet. Falſe are my ſenſes! falſe both ear and 

eye! 
All, all be rather falſe than her 1 love 

Erix. She paſs'd not, Sir, this way. 

Demet. Is then my pain 
Your ſport ? and can Erixene pretend 
Herſelf deeciv'd, by what deceiv'd the king? 

An artifice made uſe of for your ſake ; 
A proof, not violation of my love. 

Erix. I thought not of your love, nor artifice: 
Both were forgot, or rather never known. 

But without artifice I tell you this ; 
Your brother lays his ſceptre at my feet, 
And whoſe example bids my heart reſiſt 
The charms of empire? 

Demet. This is woman's ſill. 
You ceaſe to love, and from my conduct ftrive 
To labour an excuſe. For if, indeed, 

ou thought me falſe, bad you been thus ſerene, 

im and unruſſied? No; my heart ſays, no. 
Paſſions, if great, tho' turn'd to their reverſe, 
Keep their degree, and are great paſſions till. 
And ſhe who, when fhe thinks ber lover falſa, 
Retains ber temper, meyer laſt ber heart. 
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Erix. That I'm ſerene ſays not I never lov'd. 

Indeed the vulgar float as paſſion drives, 

But noble minds have reaſon for their queen: 

While you deſerv'd, my paſſion was ſincere: 

You change, my paſſion dies, But pardon, Sir, 

If my vain mind thinks anger is too much, 

'8 YTake my neglect; I can afford no more. 

Demet. No, rage! flame! thunder! give a thou- 
and deaths! 

Oh! reſcue me from this more dreadful calm 

This curs'd indifference! which, like a froſt 

In northern ſeas, outdoes the fierceſt ſtorm. 

Commanded by my father to comply, 

| feign'd obedience : Had I then refus'd —— 
Erix. I grant the conſequence had been maſt 

dreadful! 

] grant that Dyma daughter had been angry. 
Demet. Aſk Dymas with what rage 
Erix. You well might rage, | 

To be refus'd. | 
Demet. Refus d 
Erix. tle told your ſecret; 

The king and I, and all the court, can witneſs, 

Demet. Refus'd! falſe villain! O the perjur d 
flave! 

Hell- born impoſtor ! Madam, tis moſt falſe! 

Warm from my heart, is ev'ry word | ſpeak ! 

The villaio lies! believe the pangs that rend me! 

Believe the witueſi ſtreaming from my eyes, 

And let me ſpeak no more. 

Erix. I do believe 
Your grief ſincere, I've heard the maid is fair. 


, 
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Demet. Proceed ; and thus indeed commit that 

You falſely charge on me. The crown has charm'd 
you, 

How warm this morning did you preſs my flight ? 
The cauſe is plain : an outrag'd lover's groan, 
And dying agony moleſt our ear, 
And hurt the muſic of a ruptial ſong. 

Er:x. Since your inconſlancy to charpe 
Its crime on my ambition, I'll be kind, 
And leave you in poſſeſſion of an error 
Of which you ſeem ſo fond. 

Demet. Ah, ſtay one moment ! 

Enter PERSEUS and PERICLES-. 

Perſ. Erixene ! 

Demet. Diſtraction LStarting.) 

Erix. Tis well-tim'd. 
My lord, your brother doubts if I'm ſincere, 
And thinks (an error natural to him) 


Fe 
T 
H 


I'll break my vow to you.— You'l] clear my fame, B- 


And labour to convince him, that to-morrow 
Erixene's at once a bride and queen. 
[Exit Erixene.] 
Perſ When I have work'd him up to violence, 
Bring thou the king, and pity my diftreſs. 
[To Pericles, who goes out.] 
Demet. On what extremes extreme diſtreſs im- 
pels me? 
In things impoſſible I put my truſt ; 
'T in my only brother find a foe, ; 
Yet in my rival hope the greateſt friend. 


H 
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When all our hopes are lodg'd in ſuch expedients, In 
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Tis as if poiſon were our only food, : 
And death was call'd on as the guard of life. 

Perſ. Why doſt thou droop ? 

Demet. Becauſe I'm dead ; quite dead 
To hope, and yet rebellious to deſpair, - 
Like ghoſts unbleſs'd, that burſt the bars of death. 
Strange is my conduct !—itranger my diſtreſs ; 
Beyond example both ! Whoe'er before me, 
Preſs'd his worſt foe to prove his trueſt friend ? 
But tho thou'rt not my brother, thou'rt a man; 
And, if a man, compaſſionate the worſt 
That man can feel, tho' found that worſt in me. 

Perſ. What wouldſt? 

Demet. Unclinch thy talons from thy prey; 
Let the dove fly to this her neit again. 

[Striking bis breaſt] 

For oh ! the maid's unalienably mine, 
Tho now thro' rage run mad, and turn'd to thee. 
How often have I languiſh'd at her feet? 


ne, || Baſkc'd in ber eye, and revell'd in her ſmile : 


How often, as ſhe liſten'd to my vows, 
Trembling and pale with agonies of joy, 
Have I left earth, and mounted to the ſtars ? 
Perſ. There Dymas daughter ſtone above the 
reſt, 
Illuſtrious in thy fight. 
Demet. Thy taunt how falſe ? 
I no leſs preſs your int'reſt than my own : 
Think you 'tis poſſible her heart, ſo long 
Inclin'd to me, the price of all my vows, 
Purchas'd by tears and groans, and paid me down 


„ Im tendereſt returns of love divine, 
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Can in one day be yours !——Impoſlible! 


How my heart dances in the golden dream ? 
In pity do not wake me till to-morrow. 
Demet. Then thou'lt awake diſtracted. —Truft 
me, brother, 
She gives her hand alone. 

Perſ. Nor need I more; 
That hand's enough that brings a ſceptre in it. 
I ſcorn the prince who weds with meaner views. 
Her duty's mine, and I conceive ſmall pain 
From your ſweet error, that her love is yours. 
I'm pleas'd ſuch cordial thoughts of your own merit 
Support you in diſtreſs. 

Demet. Inhuman Perſeus / 
If pity dwells within the heart of man, 
If due that pity to the laſt diſtreſs, 
Pity a lover exquiſitely pain'd,, 
A lover exquiſitely pain'd hy you. 
Oh ! in the name of all the gods, relent.! 
Give me my princeſs! give her to my throws! 
Amidſt a thouſand you may. chuſe a love; 
The ſpacious earth contains but one for me. 
But oh. I rave: art thou not he, the man 
Who drinks my groans like muſic at his ear? 
Aud would as wine, as nectar, drink my blood? 
Are all my hopes of mercy lodg'd in thee? 
O rigid gods! and ſhall | then fall down, 


Embrace thy feet, and bathe them with my tears? 


Yes, I will drown thee with my tears, my blood, 
So thou afford a human ear to pangs, 
A brotber's pangs, a brother's broken heart. 


f 
Perſ. If I'm deceiv'd, Um pleas'd with the deceit, A 


1 


Perſ. Parden, Demetriz?, but the princeks calls, 
. r 


erf. 1 


Am ſtung to death ! 

 Demet. Rip up my breaſt, or you ſhall never ſtir. 
My heart may vifit her! O! take it with you. 
Have I not claſp'd her fhidew'?--trod ber fteps? 


Tranſported trod! as if they'led to Heav'n ! 

Each morn my life I lighted at her eye, 

Inu, — a: itn ith, —— 
 [Burſls into tears.) 

Perſ. Ty ttheu'rt a Roman ; can a Kan weep? 

Sure Alexande?'s helmet can fuſtain 

FarheavierRrokeothes theſe. For ſhame, Demetriar, 

een ee ße 

Task doas well. . „ 18 34 044" ; "{Coing.} 

Demet. By 1 

2 I live E ſtand « world between'you, | 

der pau diſtabe a5 the poles e. 
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Who takes my. love. in mercy takes my life; '. . UT 
Thy bloody paſs cleave thro? thy brother's breaſt. E. 
I beg, 1 challenge, I provoke my death. -- 
[ His hand-wpon his foerd.) T 
A ua Kino and Dry xs. 
Pe You will not murder me ? 
Demet. Yes, you and all. 4 * 
King. How like a tyger foaming o'er — 
Perſ. Now, Sir, believe your eye, believe your ear, 
And till believe me perjur'd, as this morning. W 
King: Heav'n's wrath exhauſted, there's no more T. 
No fear. At 
My darling ſon found criminal in all! . . Ic 
Demet. That villain there to blaſt me ! Yes, 1'll 
ſpeak, JAr 


For what have I to fear, who feel the worſt? In 
"Tis time the truth were known. That villain, Sir, Ar 
Has cleft my heart, and laughs. to ſoc it bleed; 0, 
But his canfaſſion ſhall redeem my fame, 
And re«mthroge me in my princeſs ſmile; _.. 
Or I lh turn that falſe embrace he gave me, 
And ſtab him in your light. IIS 
King. Hold, inſolent l * +; .M (53 ob 
Whegragrovr relpec to me? 
Dem O 1oyal Sir“. „N 31 1 471 n Bu 
That has undone. p bro reſpect I g 2 
Aeg d. eonſent, which h black artifice / ;: . | 
Has turn d to my: dae, „I ufs dt.. +: 
That flaye s, that curſed ſlaveꝰs, thas ſtateſman 
daughter, Jen 11.6 n'. Non 
And be ends ſus ca. cofu d r 1 N 


Hence, ben ce, Ibis divelation: Meghan f . 
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Tho' nature groans her. laſt. And ſhall he then 
Eſcape, and triumph ! 
King. Guards there! ſeize the prince! 
The man you menace you ſhall learn to fear. 
THe is ſeized.) 
Dym. Hold, Sir! not this for me! it is your ſon: 
What is my lite, tho“ pour'd upon your feet! 
King. Is this a ſon? 
Demet. No, Sir, my crime's too great, 
Which cares to vindicate a father's honour, 
To catch the glories of a falling crown, 
And fave it from pollution, But I've done. 
die unleſs my princeſs is reſtor d. 
[Pointing to Dymas.] 


And if I die, by heav'n, and earth, and hell! 


Ir, 


His fordid blood ſhall mingle with the duſt, 
And ſee if thence t will mount into the throne. 
O, Sir! think of it! I'll expect my fate. 
[Exit Demetrius.] 
King. And thou ſhalt have it. 
Dym. How, my lord, in tears! 
King. As if the gods came down in evidence! 


How many ſudden rays of proof concur 


To my conviction? was e'er equal boldneſs ? 
But tis no wonder from a brother king; 
[Produces the forg d letter.) 
This king of Thrace—te-morrow he'll be king 
Of Macedon He therefore dies to-night. 
Per. — * e I know his fondue t. 
TA. Dyna! 
Thou — the lefſon l have taught thee, 
While I put on a folemn face of woe, + 
Vo r. Il. U 
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Afflicted for a brother's early fall. 
Heav'n knows with what regret. ——Bat, Sir, 
your ſafety —— 
[ Preſenting the mandate for Demetrius's death.] 
King. What giv'ſt thou here ? 
Dym. Your paſſport to renown. 
You ſign your apotheoks in that. 
What ſcales the ſkies, but zeal for public good? 
Ferſ. How god-like mercy ? 
Dym. Mercy to mankind, 
By treaſon aw'd. 
King. Muſt then thy brother bleed! [To Perſeus. ] 
[Dymas ſeeming at a loſs, Perſeus whiſpers him, 
and gives a letter.] 
Dym. No, Sir, the king of Thrace. 
[Looking on the letter. ] 
King. Why, that is true 
Yet who, if not a father, ſhould forgive? 
Dym. Who, Sir, if not a Philip, ſhould be juſt? 


King. 1s't not my ſon ? [To Dymas.] 


Dym. If not, far leſs his guilt. 
King. Is't not my other Perſeus ! [To Perſeus. ] 
Per/. Sir, I thank you; 

That ſeeks your crown, and life, 

King. And life? 
Dym. No, Sir; 

He'll only take your croun, you ſtill may live. 
King. Heav'n blaſt thee for that thought. 
Perſ. Why ſhaker my father: 

King. It ſtabs, it gnaws, it harrows up my ſoul: 

Is be not young? Was he not much indulg'd? 

Gall'd by his brother? doubted by his father ? 


' 
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Tempted by Rome? A nation to a boy? 
, Dym. O, a mere infant that depoſes Kings. 
King. No, once be ſav'd my crown. 
Dym. And now would wear it. 
King. How my head ſwims ! 7 
Perſ. Nor ſtrange ; the talk is hard. 
Dym. Yet ſcarce for him; Brutus was but a Roman : 
[Speaking as if he would not have the king hear.) 
Yet like a Philip dar'd, and is immortal. 
King. I hear thee, — ; give me then the 


PS 


mandate. 
+) [Coing to ſign, he flops ſhort.) 
my Dym. No wonder if his mother thus had paus d. 
Perſ. Rank cankers on thy tongue; why men- 
tion her? LHide.] 
] King. O goes! I ſee her now; what am | doing ? 
| [Throws away the ſtyle.} 
I ſee her dying eye let fall a tear 


_ 


In favour of Demetrius. Shall I ſtab - 
J Her lovely image ſtampt on every feature? 
Dym. His ſoul eſcap'd it, Sir. 
1 King. Thou lieſt, begone. 
[Perſeus and Dymas in great confuſion, Perſeus 
whiſpers Dymas.] 
_ True, that, or nought will touch bim. 
[ Mfide to Perſeus.] 
If, Sir, * . [To the king. 
Perſ. O ſpeak on of mercy ; | 
| Merey the darling attribute of Heav'n. 
ul: Dym. If you ſhould fpare him 
King. Whar if I ſhould ſpare him? 
D;m.1darenotfay—Your wrath again might riſe 
YU 2 
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King. Yes, if thou'rt Glent—What if I ſhoule 
fpare him: 
Dy. Why, if you ſhould;—proud Rome wil! 
thank you tor it, 
Aung. Rome! — lier applauſe. more ' ſhocks m: 
than his death. | 
O thou, death's orator! dread advocate 
For bowelleſs ſeverity! aflilt 
My trembling hand, as thou haft ſteel'd my beart, 
Aud if it is guilt in me, ſhare the guilt. | 
He's dead. [Siz2ns.] And if I blot it with one tear, 
Perſeus, tho' leſs affected, will forgive me. 
Perf. Forgive! Sir, Lapplaud, and wiſh my ſorrow 
Was mild enough to weep, 
[The king going out, mee!s Demetrius in mourn 
ing, introduced by Antigonus. } 
[King Hart: b2ck, and drops on Dymas. Reco- 
vering, ſpeaks. 
K. ug. This, fate, is thy tenth wave, and quite 
o'erwhelms me. 
It leſs had ſhock'd me: had I met his ghoſt. 
This is a plot to ſentence me to death. — = 
What haſt chou done, my mortal foe! thrown bars 
[Te Autigonus.] 
Athwart my glory? but thy ſcheme ſhall fail. 
As ruſhigp torrents ſweep th obitrufting mound, 
So Fhilip meets this mountain in his — 
vet keeps his purpoſe till. t 
| [Perſeys and Pericles vie afide ] 
Peric. I can't but fear it. 
Per/. 1 gravt the danger — don't deſpair. 
Tt is againſt thee, Perſeus on thy fide, 
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Antig. The prince, dread Sir, low on his bended 


knee—— -. 
King. This way, Antigonus,—Doſt mark his 
bloom: 
Grace in his aſpect, grandeur i in his mein? 

Antig. I do. 

Ring. Tis falſe, take a king's word. —He's dead. 
That darling of my ſoul would (tab me ſleeping. 
How dar'ſt thou ſtart ? art thou the traitor's father? 
If thou art pale, what is enough for me? 
How his grave yawns! Oh that it was my own! 

Antig. Mourn not the guilty. 
owl MAing. No, he's innocent; 

Death pays his debt to juſtice ; and that done, 
n- II grant him ſtill my fon, as ſuch I love him; 

Yes, and will claſp him to my breaſt, while yet 
c- His clay is warm, nor moulders at my touch. 

Perſ. A curſe on that embrace. [fie] 
uiteh] Dym. Nay worſe, he weeps. 

Ring · Poor boy, be not deceiv'd. by my com- 
paſſion: 

My tears are cruel, and I groan thy death. 
ars| Demet. And am I then to die? If geath's decreed, 
as. ] | Stab me yourſelf, nor give me to the knife 

Of midnight rufhans, that have forg'd my crimes. 
id, | For you I beg, for you I pour my tears; 

You are deceiv d, diſhonour'd, I am only fiin. 
Oh! father 
de]] King. Father? ——There's no father here; 

Forbear to wound me with that tender name, 
ir, | Nor raiſe all nature up in arms againſt me. 
Demet, My father! guardian! friend! nay deity! * 

U 3 
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What leſs than gods give being, lite and death! 
My dying mother 
King. Hold thy peace, I charge thee. 
Demet. Preſſing your hand, and bathing it with 
tears, 
Bequeath'd your tenderneſs for her to me; 
And low on earth my legacy Lclaim, 
Claſping your knee, tho baniſh'd from your breaſt. 
King, My knees !——would that were all; be 
graſps my heart. 
Perſeus, canſt thou ſtand by, and ſee me ruin'd ? 
[ Reaching his hand to Perſeus. ] 
Per ſ. Looſe, looſe thy hold It is my father too. 
King. Yes, Macedon, and thine, and Vil pre- 
ſerve thee. 
Demet. Who once before preſerv'd it from the 
Thracian ? 
And who at Thraſymene turn'd the lifted bolt 
From Philip's hoary brow ? 
King. I'll hear no more. 
O Perſeus, Dymas, Pericles ! aſſiſt me, 
Unbind me, difinchant me, break this charm 
Of nature, that accomplice with my foes; 
Rend me, O rend me from the friend of Rome / 
Perſ. Nay, then, howe'er reluctant, aid I u. 
The friend of Rome /— That fevers you for ever, 
Tho moſt incorporate and ſtrongly knit; 
As lightning rends the knotted oaks aſunder. 
Demet. In ſpite of lightning I renew the tye, 
And ſtubborn is the graſp of dying men. 
Who's he that ſhall divide me from myſclf? 
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Demetrius is fonc d from the king's kyces, 
on which ſtarting up, he flings his arm: 
round bis father] 
Still of a piece with him from whom I grew, 
I'll bleed on my aſylum, dart my foul 
In this embrace, and thus. my treaſon crown. 

King. Who love yourſelves, or Macedo, or me, 
From the curs'd “ eag/e's talons wrench my crown ; 
And this barb'd. arrow from my breaſt Tis done; 

[ Forc'd aſunder.? 
And the blood guſhes after it.—1 taint, 

Dym. Support the king. 

Per/. While treaſon licks the duſt. 

[ Painting at Demetrius fallen in the ſtruggle.] 

Dzm. A field well fought. 

Perſ. And juſtice has prevail d. 

King. O that the traitor could / conceal the ſon? 
Farewel, once beſt belov'd! ſtill moſt deplor'd! 
He, he who dooms thee, bleeds upon thy tomb. 

[Exit King.] 
Demet. Proſtrate on thee, my mother earth, be 
thou 
Kinder than brother, or than father; open, 
And fave me in thy boſom from my—friend:. 


Friends ſworn to waſh their hands in puiltleſs tears, 


And quench infernal thirſt in kindred blood ; 
As it relation ſever'd human hearts, 
Or that deſtruction was the child of love. 

Perſ. Farewel, young traitor ; if they aſk below, 
Who ſent thee beardleſs down? ſay, honeſt Ferſeus , 
Whom reaſon ſways, not inſtinct; who can ſtrike 
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At horrid parricide, and flagrant treaſon, 
Tho' thro' a boſom dearer than his own. 
Think'{t thou my tender heart can hate a brother 
The gods and Perſeus war with nought but guilt, 
But I muſt go. What, Sir, your laſt commands 
To your Erixenzee? She chides my ſtay 
[Exit Perſeus.] 
Demet. Without that token of a brother's love, 
He could not part; my death was not enough.— 
1 came for mercy, and I ſind it here. 
And death is mercy, ſince my love is loſt. 
Alas! my father too, my heart akes for him. 
And Perſeus, —fain would I forgive ev'n thee, 
But Philip's ſufferings ery too loud againſt it. 
Blind author, and ſure mourner of my death! 
Father moſt dear! what pangs haſt thou to come: 
Like that poor wretch is thy unhappy doom, 
Who while in fleep his fever'd fancy glows, 
Draws his keen ſword, and ſheaths it in his foes 
But waking ſtarts upright, in wild ſurprize, 
To feel warm blood glide round him as he lies; 
To lee bis reeking hands in crimſon dy d, 
And a pale corſe extended by his ſide: 
He views with horror, what mad dreams have 
And inks, heart-broken, on a murder d fon. 
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Kino, PosTHUMIUsS, Sc. meeting. 
Pot, E in bebalf of our allies, O king 
Call's on thee yeſterday, to clear 
thy glory: 

Nor wonder now that Phiip is unjuſt 

To ſtrangers, who has murder'd his own ſon. 

ng. Tis falſe. 
Poſt. No thanks to Philip that he fled. 
King. A traitor is no ſon. 
Poſt. Heav*u's vengeance on me, 

If be refus d not yeſterday the crown, 

Tho' life and love both brib'd him to comply. 
King. See there. LC. ves the leiter. 
Peft. Tis not the conſul's hand or ſcal. 

King. You're his accomplices. 
Poſt. We're his avenpers, 
Tis war, | 
King. Eternal war. 
Poſt. Next time we meet 
King Is in the capito/,—Haſte, fly my * 
Poſi. No longer thine. 
King. Yeu, and proud Rome a province, 
| L Exit Poſthumius, &c. ] 

They brave, they make, they tyrannize o'er kings. 

The name of king the proſtrate world ador'd, 

Ere Romulus had call'd his thieves together. 

But tet me pauſe—Not Quintius hand, or ſeal ? 

Doubt and impatience, like thick ſmoke and fire, 

Cloud, and torment my reaſon. ' 
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Antig. Sir, recal 
And re-examine thoſe you ſent to Rome. 
You took their evidence in haſte and anger, 
Torture, if they refuſe, will tell the truth. 
King. Go, ſtop the nuptials till youhear from mo. 
[Exit King and Antigonus.] 
Enter ExixExNE and DE TIA, meeting. 
Delia. Madam, the prince, who fled from 
threaten'd death, 
Attempting his eſcape to foreigr realms, 
Was lately taken at the city gates, 
So ſtrongly guarded by his father's pow'rs, 
And now confin'd, expects his final doom. 
Erix. Imprilon'd and to die And let him dis. 
Bid Dyma daughter weep—1 half forgot 
Ilis perjur'd inſolence.—I'Il ga and.glut 
My vengeance. O how juſt a traitor's death! 
And, blacker ſtill, a traitor to. my love. 
LExeunt Erixene and Delia. 
SCENE draws, and ſhews DEMETRIUS ia priſon. 
Demet. Thou ſubterranean ſepulchre of peace 
Thou home of horror! hideous neſt of crimes! 
Guilt's firſt ſad ſtage in her dark road to hell 
Ye thick-barr'd ſunleſs paſſ:: ges for air, 
To keep alive the wretch that longs to die 
Ye low-brow'd arches, thro' whoſe ſullen gloom 
Reſound the ceaſeleſꝭ groa us of pale deſpair ' 
Ye dreadfyl ſhambles, cak'd with human blood! 
Receive a gueſt from far, far other ſcenes, . . 
From pompous courts, from ſhouting victories, . 
Carouling feſtivals, harmor ĩous bow'rs, 
And the ſoft chain; of heart · diſſolving love. 
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Oh! bow ualike to theſe * Heart- breaking load 
Of ſhame eternal, ne er to be knock'd off 
Oh! welcome death, no, never but by thee, — 
Nor has a foe done this. —A friend! a father 
ol! that I could have dy'd without their =! 
Enter Ex1xENE. 
[Demetrius gazing on her.] 
so look'd in chaos the firſt beam of light. 
How drives the ſtrong enchantment of her eye 
All horror hence? Ho die'the thoughts of death? 
Erix. I knew not my own heart. I cannot 
bear it. 
Shame chides me back : for to inſult his woes 
ls too ſevere; and to condole, too kind. [ Coing.] 
Demet. Thus I arreſt you in the name of mercy, 
And dare compel your ſtay. Is then one look, 
One word, one moment, a laſt moment too, 
When I ſtand tottering on the brink of death, 
A cruel ignominious death, too much 
1. For one th. : loves like me? A length of years 
You may devote to my bleſt rival's arms; 
| aſk but one ſhort moment. O permit, 
Permit the dying to lay claim to thee, 
To thee, thou dear equivalent for life— 
Cruel, relentleſs, marble-hearted maid ! 
Erix. Demetrius, you perſiſt to do me wrong. 
For know, tho I behold thee as thou art, 
Doubly a traitor, to the ſtate and me; 
Thy ſorrow, thy diſtreſs, have touch'd my boſom ; 
I own it is a fault, I pity thee. 
Enter OFFICER. 
22 My lord, your time is ſhort, and death waits 


for you, 


4 
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Erix, Death !—I forgive thee, from my inmoſt 


ſoul. 
Demet. Forgive me! Oh nds not to 
forgive, 
If impoſition had not ſtruck thee blind. 
Truth lyes in ambufh yet, but will ſtart up, 
And ſeize thy trembling foul, when mine is fled. 
O I've a theuſand, thouſand things to ſay. 
Frix. And I am come a ſecret to diſcloſe, 
That might awake thee wert thou dead already. 8. 
OF. My lord, your final moment is expir'd. 
Demet. and Frix. One, one ſhort moment more. A 
Demet. No; death lets fall T 
The curtain, and divides our loves for ever. T 
| LV forced aut.] T. 
Zola. Oh! T' re a darker dungeon in my foul, {| W 
Nor want an executioner to kill me. 
What revolutions in the human heart 
Will pity cauſe? what horrid deeds revenge ? 
Exit. JD; 
Scene [Þats. 4 Ada ith attendants Th 
Antig. How diſtant virtue dwells from mortal W. 
man? W 
Was't not that 5 man calls for others virtue, uff 
Her very name on earth would be forgot, 1 
And leave the tongue as it has left the heart. 
Was ever ſuch a labour's plan of guilt ? 
Take the king's mandate, to the p:ifon fly, 
Throw wide the gates, and let el know fC 
The full detail. 


re 
4 
| 
cf 
. un | 1 
The princeſs! ha! begone; ¶ To t attendants. Am 

n \ 
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ft | While 1 ſtir up an equal tranſport here. 
Princeſs, I ſee your priefs, and judge the cauſe; 
to But I bring news might raiſe you from the grave, 
Or call you down from heav'n to hear with joy, 
Juſt gods ! the virtuous will at laſt prevail. 
On motives here too tedious to relate, 
| begg'd the king to re-examine thoſe 
Who came from Nome. The king approv'd my 
counſel. 
7. NSurpriz' d, and conſcious, in their charge they fal · 
ter'd, 
ore. And threaten'd tortures ſoon diſcover'd all: 
That Perſeus brib'd them to their perjuries; 
That Quintius* letter was a forgery; 
tt. ] That prince Demetrius, intercourſe with Rome 
Was innocent of treaſon to the ſtate. 
Erix. O my ſwoln heart! What will the pods 
do with me? 
Hatig. And to confirm this moſt ſurpriſing news, 
eit. Dymas, who, ſtriving to ſuppreſs a tumult 
nt. The rumour of Demetrius flight had rais'd, 
Was wounded fore, with his laſt breath confeſi d 
| [The prince refus d his daughter; which affront 
ie, Floflam'd the ſtateſman to his prince's ruin. 
Erix. Did he refuſe her? [Swoons, ] 
Antig. Quite o'ercome with-joy ! | 
ranſported out of life The gods reſtore her 
Erix. Ab! why recal me? This is a new kind 
0 Of murder; moſt ſevere! that doom to life. 
Antig. Fair princeſs, you confound me. 
Erix. Am I fair??? | 
nts. un 1 a princeſs? Love and empire mise | 
VOI. Il. X 
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Gay, gorgeous viſions dancing in my fight !—— 
No, here 1 ſtand, a naked ſhipwreck'd wretch, 


Cold, trembling, pale, ſpent, belpleks, bopeleſs, mad; 


Caſt on a ſhore as cruel as the waves, 

O'er-hung with rugged rocks too ſteep to climb; 
The mountain-billows, loud, come foaming in 
Tremendous, and confound ere they devour. 

Antig. Madam, the king abſol ves you from your 
vow. 

Erix. For me it matters not, but oh ! the prince — 
When he had ſhot the gulph of his deſpair, 
Emerging into all the light of heav'n, 

His heart, high beating with well-grounded hope; 
Then to make ſhipwreck of his happineſ, 

Like a poor wretch that has eſcap'd the ſtorm, 
And ſwam to what he deems an happy iſle, 
When lo! the ſavage natives drink his blood. 

Ah! why is vengeance ſweet to woman's pride, 
As rapture to her love? It has undone me. 

Delia. Madam, he comes. 

Erix. Leave us, Antigonus. 

Antig. What dreadful fecret this? Bat Tl "RY 
Invoke gy 

[Ex# Antigonus. ] 

Erex. b 
He comes, like flow'rs ambroſial, early born, 

To meet the blaſt, and periſh in the ſtorm. 
| Enter DEMETEIUS. 

1 Aſter an age of abſence, in one hour 
Have then fornd thee, thou celeſtial maid! 

Like a fair Venus in a ſtormy ea; 
Or a bright goddeſs, d the ſhades of night, 
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Dropt from the ſtars to theſe bleſt arms again? 
How exquiſite is pleaſure after pain! 
Why throbs my heart fo turbulently ſtrong, 
Pain'd at thy preſence, thro' redundant joy, 
Like a poor miſer beggar d by his ſtore ? 
Erix. Demetrius, joy and forrow dwell too near. 
Demet. Talk not of ſorrow, leſt the gods reſent, 
As underpriz'd, fo loud a call to joy. 
] live, I love, am lov'd, IL have her here! 
Rapture in preſent, and in proſpect more 
No rival, no deſtreyer, no defpair; 
For jealouſies, for partings, groans, and death, 
A train of joys the gods alone can name! 
When heav'n deſcends in bleſſings fo profuſe, 
So ſudden, ſo ſurpaſſing-hope's extreme, 
Like the ſun. burſting from the midnight gloom, 
'Tis impious to be niggards in delight; 
Joy becomes duty; heav'n calls for ſome exceſs, 
And tranſport flames as incenſe to the ſcies. 
Erix. Tranſport how dreadful ! 
Demet. Turns Erixen: ? | 
Can ſhe not bear the ſunſhine of our fate? 
Meridian happineſs is pour'd around us; 
The laughing loves deſcend: in ſwarms upon us, 
And where we tread is an eternal ſpring. 
By Heav'n, I almoſt pity guilty . 
For ſuch à loſs. 
Erix. That ſtabs me dna and through ! 
Demet. What ftabs thee eat I then 
loſt thy love 
Erix. To my confuſmn be it ſpoke-—*Tis thine. 
Demet. To thy confuſion ? Is it then a crime? 
X 2 
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You heard how dying Dymas clear'd my fa:ne. 
Frix. I heard, and tremovled; heard, and ran di. 
ſtracted. 
Demet. Aſtoniſhment ! 
Frix. I've nothing elſe to give thee. 
[He fleps back in aſtoniſhment, ſhe in agony; 
and both ar: filent for ſome time.] 
He is ſtruck dumb. Nor can I ſpeak — Yet muſt J. 
I tremble on the brink ; yet mult plunge in— 
Know, my Demetrius, joys are for the gods; 
Man's common courſe of nature is diftreſs: 
His joys are prodigies: and, like them too, 
Portend approaching ill. The wiſe man ſtarts, 
And trembles at the peri/s of a bliſa. 
To hope, haw bold? How daring to be fond, 
When-what our fondnefs graſps is not immortal! 
T will preſume on thy known eddy virtue, 
And treat thee like a man; I will, Demetrius / 
Nor longer ia. my boſom hide a brand 
That burns unſeen, and drinks my vital blood. 
Demet. What myſtery? 
Here a ſecond . in both. ] 
Fr:x. The blackeſt. 
Demet. How exery terror doubles in the dark? 
\Why muffled up in ſuence ſtands my fate? 
1 bis horrid ſpectre let me lee at. _- 
And ſhew if 'm a man. 
Frix. It calls for more. 


Demet. It calls ſor me then; love has made me more. 


Frix. O fortify thy ſoul with more than love; 
Te bear, what heard, thou'tt curſe the _ that 
tells thee. h 
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Demet Curſe whom? curſ: thee! 

Erix. Yes, from thy inmoſt foul. os 
Why doſt thou lift thine eyes and hands to heav'n 
The pow'rs, moſt conſcious of this deed, reſide 
In darkneſs. howl below in raging fires, 

; BY Where pangs like mine corrode them, —Thence 

ariſe, 

J. Black pods of execration and Celpair ! 
Thro'dreadfulearthquakes cleave your upward way, 
While nature ſhakes, and vapours blot the ſun ; 
Then thro' theſe horrors in loud groans proclai:n, 
That I am 

Dem. What? —3'1I have it, tho” it blaſt me. 
Erix. Thus then in thunder, —1 am Perſeu, wife. 
[ Demetrius fallt againſt the ſcene. ter a pauſe. 

? Dem. In thunder ?—No; that had not ſtruck ſo 

deep. 

What tempeſt e'er diſcharg'd ſo fierce a fire? — 

Calm and deliberate anguiſh feeds upon me. 

Each thought ſent out for help brings in new woe. 
| Where ſhall I turn? where fly? to whom but thee ? 
] [Aneeling.} 

Tremendous Fove / whom mortals will nat know 
From bleſſings, but compe / to be ſevere, . 
feel thy vengeance, and adore thy pow'r; 

I fre my failings, and abſolve thy rage. 

But ch! I muſt perceive the load that's on me; 

I can't hut tremble underneath the ſtroke. 

Aid me to bear But ſince it can't be born, 

Oh! let thy merey burſt in flames upon me! 

Thy triple bolt is bealing balm to this; 

- | This pain unfelt, unſancy'd by the wretch, 
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The groaning wretch, that on the wheel. expires. 
Frix. Why did I tell thee ? 
Demet. Why commit a deed 
Too ſhocking to be told? What fumes of hell 
Flew to thy brain? What fend the crime inſpir'd ? 
Erix. Perſeus, laſt night, as ſoon as thou waſt fled, 
At that dead hour, when good men are at reſt, 
When every crime and horror is abroad, 
Graves yawn, fiends yell, wolves howl, and raven: 
ſcream, 
Than ravens, wolves, or fiends more fatal far, 
To me he came, and threw him at my feet, 
And wept, and ſwore, unleſs I gave conſent 
To call a prieſt that moment, all was ruin'd : 
That, the next day, Demetrius and his pow'rs 
Might conquer, be loſe me, and I my crown, 
Confer'd by Philip but on Perſeus' wife. 
] ſtarted, trembled, faiated ; he invades 
My half-recover'd ſtrength, brib'd prieſts conſpire, 
All urge my vow, all feize my raviſh'd hand, 
Invoke the gods, run o'er the haſty rite, 
While each Ul omen of the ſky flew o'er us, 
And furics howl'd our nuptial ſong below. 
Can'ſt thou forgive? 
Demet. By all the flames of love, 
And torments of deſpair, I never can. 
The furies toſs their torches from thy hand, 
And all their adders hiſs around thy head! | 
I' ſee thy face no more [Cong } 
Erix. Thy rape is juſt. 
Yet ſtay and hear me. [ She kneel; and holds him.] 
Demet, I've heard too much, 


2 
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Erix. Till thou haſt heard the whole, O do not 


curſe me ! 
Demet. Wherecanl find a curſe to reach thy crime ? 
Erix. Mercy! [Weeping] 


Demet. Her tears, like drops of molten lead, 
With torment burn their paſſage to my heart! 
And yet ſuch violation of her vows—= [Aſide. ] 

Frix. Mercy | 

Demet. Perſeus 

Erix, Stamp till the centre ſhakes, 

So black a daemon ſhalt thou never raiſe. 
Ferſeus ! Can'ſt thou abhor him more than l? 
Hell has its furies, Perſeus has his love, 

And, oh! Demetrius his eternal hate. 

Demet. Eternal? Yes, eternal and eternal ; 
As deep and everlaſting as my pain. 

Erix. Some god deſcend, and ſoothe his foul to 

peace! 

Demet. Talk'ſt thou of peace ? what peace haſt, 

thou beſtow'd ? 

A brain diſtracted. and a broken heart? | 
Taik'ſtthov of peace? Hark, hark, thy huſband calls, 
His father's rebel ! brother's murderer ! 
Nature's abhorrence, and—tl:y lawful lord! 
Fly, my kind patroneſs, and in his boſom 
Conſult my peace. 

Erix. I never ſhall be there, 
My lord! my life! 

Demet. How ſay'ſt ? Is Perſeus here ! —— 
Fly, fly! away, away! tis death! tis inceſt ! 

[Starting wide and locking round him. As he is 
going, ſhe lays hold of his robe. J 


[Samping.] 
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Dar'ſt thou to touch Demetrius? Dar't thou 
touch him 
Ev'n with thine eye ? 
Erix. I dare———and more, dare ſeize, 
Ard fix him here: no doubt, to thy ſurpriſe.— 
I'm blemiſh'd, not abandon'd ; honour fill 
Is ſacred in my ſight. Thou call'ſt it inceſt ; 
"Tis innocence, tis virtue, if there's virtue 
Ta fix'd mviolable ſtrength of love. 
For knov., the moment the dark deed was done, 
ihe moment madnels made me Pe2r/cu,* wife, 
I ſriz d this friend, and lodg'd him in my boſom, 


[Shewing a dagger 


Firmly reſolv'd 1 never would be more. 

And now I fling me at thy feet, imploring 

Thy ſteddier hand to guide him to my heart. 

Who wed in vengeance, wed not but to die. 
Demet. Has Lerſeus then an hymeneal claim? 

And no divorce but death! and death from me, 

Who ſhould defend thee from the world in arms? 

O thou ſtill excellent! ſtill moſt belov'd ! 


Erix. Life is the foe that parts us; death, a friend, 


All knots diſſolving, joins us, and for ever. 

Why fo diforder'd ? Wherefore ſhakes thy frame? 
Look on me; do I tremble! Am I pale? 

When I let looſe a fagh, I'll pardon thine. 

Take my example and be bravely wretched; 
True grandeur riſes from ſurmounted ills; 

The wretched only can be truly great. 

If not in kindneſs, yet in vengeance ſtrike; 

Tis not Frixene, tis Perſeus' wife. 

Thor'lt not reſign me? 
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Demet. Not to Jove, 

Erix, Then ſtrike. 

Demet, How can | ſtrike? 

[Gazing on her with aſloni ſhment.] 
Stab at the face of beav'n! 
How can I ſtrike Let ho can I forbear ? 
] feel a thouſand deaths, debating one. 
A deity ſtands guard on ev'ry charin, 
Aud ſtrikes at me. 

Frix. As will thy brother ſoon : 

He's now in arms, and may be here this hour. 
Nothing fo cruel as too ſoft a ſoul ; 

This is ſtrange tenderneſs, that breaks my heart; 
Strange tenderneſs, that dooms to double death 
To Perſeus. 

Demet. True But how to ſhun that horror ? 
By wounding thee, whom favape pards would (pare? 
My heart's inbabitant! my ſoul's ambition! 

By wounding thee, and bathing ia thy blood; 
That blood illuſtrious, thru* a radiant race 
Of kings and heroes, rolling down from gods! 
Erix. Heroes and kings, and gods themſelves 
muſt yield 
To dire necellity. 

Demet. Since that abſolves me, 
Stand firm and fair. 

Erix. My boſum meets the point, 

Than Perſens far more welcome to my breaſt. 

Demet. Neceſſity for gods themſelves too ſtrong, 
Is xeaker than thy charms. | 

Drops the dagger. J 
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Erix. O my Demetrius“ 
[ Turns, and goes to a farther part of the ſtage.) 
Demet. O my Erixene / 
[ Both filent, weep, and tremble.) 
Erix. Farewel. [Gommpg.)] 
Demet. Where goeſt! [Paſſionately ſeizing her.] 
Er:x. To ſeek a friend, 
Demet He's here. 
Erix, Yes, Perſeus' friend— 
Earth, open and receive me. 
Demet. Heav'n ſtrike us dead, 
And ſave me from a double ſuicide, 
And one of tenfold death.— O Fove! O Jose / 
[Falling on his knees. ] 
But I'm diſtracted. [Suddenly ſtarting up. J 
What can Fove Why pray? 
What can I pray for ? 
Erix. For a heart. 
Demet. Yes, one 
That cannot feel, Mine bleeds at every vein. 
Who never lov'd, ne'er ſuffer'd ; he feels nothing, 
Who nothing feels but for himſelf alone; 
And when we feel for others, reaſon reels, 
O'erloaded, from her path, and man runs mad. 
As love alone can-exquiſitely ble%, 
Love only feels the marvellous of pain; 
Opens new veins of torture in the ſoal, 
And. wakes th2 nerve- where-aponies are born: 
Ev'n Dymas, Perſeus, (hearts of adamant) 
Might weep theſe torments of their mortal fos. 
Erix, Shall I be leſs compaſſionate than they ? 
[Takes up the dagger.) 


? 
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What love deny'd, thine agonies have done; 
[Stabs herſelf. 
Demetrius” Ggb outſtings the darts of death, 
Enter the KiNG, Cc. 
King. Give my Demetrius to my arms; I call 
him 
To life from death, to tranſport from deſpair. 
Demet. See Ferſeus wife! [Pointing at Erixene. ] 
Let Delia tell the reſt. 
King. My grief - accuſtom'd heart can gueſs too 
well. 
Demet. That ſigh turns all to guilt, but tears 
and death. 
Rg. Death !—Who ſhall quell falſe Per/zus 
now in arms?! 
Who-pour my tempeſt en the capitol ? 
How ſhall 1 ſweeten life to thy fad ſpirit 
I'!] quit my throne this hour, and thou fhalt reign. 
Dmet. You recommend that death you would 
diſſuade ; 
Ennobled thus by fame and empire loſt, 
As well as life! Small ſacrifice to love. 
[Coing to ſtab him/eif, the King runs te prevent 
it; but too late.) 
King. Ah! hold! nor ſtrike thy dagger thro' my 
heart! 
Demet. Tis my firſt diſobedience, and my laſt. 
[Falls doun.] 
King. There Philip fell | There Macedon ex- 
pir d! | 
ſee the Roman eagle hov'ring o'er us, 
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And the ſhaft broke ſhould bring her to the ground. 
[ Pointing at Demetrius.) 
Demet. Hear, good .1:nt;gonus! my laſt requeſt, 
Tell Terſeus, if he'll ſheath his impious ſword 
Drawn on his father, I“ forgive him all, 
Though poor Frixene lyes bleeding by. 
Her blood cries vengeance—but my father's peace, 
[Dies. 
King As much his goodneſs wouads me, as his 
death ! 
What then are both? —-O Philip / once renown'd! 
Where is the pride of Grezce, the dread of Rome, 
The theme of Athens, the wide world's example, 
And the god Alexander's rival, now ? 
Ev*n at the foot of fortune's precipice, 
Where the ſlaves figh wafts pity to the prince, 
And his Omipotence cries ont for more. 
Antig. As the ſwoln column of aſcending ſmoke, 
So ſolid ſwells thy grandeur, Pigmy Man! 
King. My life's deep tragedy was plan'd with art, 
From ſcene to ſcene advancing in diſtreſs, 
Throꝰ a fad ſeries to this dire reſult ; 
As if the Thracian queen conducted all, 
And wrote the moral in her children's blood ; 
{Which ſeas might labour to waſh out in vain.) 
Hear it, ye nations! diſtant ages! hear; 
And learn the dread decrees of Jove to fear: 
His dread Cecrees the ſtricteſt balance keep; 


The father groans who made a mother weep: | 


But if no terror for yourſelves can move, 
Tremble, ye parents, for the child you love; 
For Your Demetrius : Mine is doom'd to bleed 
A guiltleſs vidim for his father's deed. 
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By the AUTHOR. 
LE Epiligue, thro' cuſicm, is zour right, 


But ne er, perhaps, was needful 1th this night, 
To-night the virtucus falls, the guilty flies, 
Cuil''s dreadful cieſe cur narrow ſcene denies. 
In hiſtory's authentic record read 
What ample vengeance gluts Demetrius ſhade x 
Ver:geance ſo great, that, when his tale is told, 
With pity ſome ev'n Perſeus may behold. 

Perſeus /urviv'd, indecd, and fili d the throne, 
But ceaſeleſi cares in conqueſt made him groan: 
Nor reign'd he long: from Rome ſwift thunder few, 
Aud headteng from his throne the Hraut threw: 
Thrown headlong down, by Rome in triumph led, 
For this night's deed his perjur'd boſom bled, 

His brother's ghoſl each moment made him |1 art, 
And all his father's anguiſh rent his heart. 

When rob d in black his children round him hung, 

And their rais'd arms in early ſorrou wrung ; 
The younger (mil d. unconſcious of their woe, 
At which thy tears, © Rome! began to flow, 
Se ſad the ſcene + what then muſt Perſeus feel, 
To ſee Jove's race attend the viftor's wheel ; 

To ſee the ſlaves of his worſt joes increaſe, 


: Hoem ſuch a ſource! —an emperor's embrace. 


He fickewd ſvn to death, aud, what is worſe, 
He well delerv d, and felt the coward's curſe ; 
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Unpity'd, ſcorn'd, inſulted bis laſt hour, 
Far, far from home, and in a vaſſal's pow'r, 
His pale cheek reſted on his ſhameſul chain, 
No friend to mourn, no flatterer to ſeign. 
No ſuit retards, no comfort ſoothes his doom, 
And not one tear bedews a monarch's tomb. 
Nor end: it thu. Dire vengeance to compleat, 
His ancient empire falling, ſhares his fate, 

His throne forgot! his weeping country chain'd ! 
Ang nations ask——where Alexander reign'd. 

As public wees a prince's crimes purſue, 

So public bleſſings are his virtue's due. 

Shout Britons, ſhout '— Auſpicions fortune ble/ ' 
Aud cry, Long live—OUR title to ſucceſs ! 
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VOLUME TRE SECOND. 


CONTAINING 


Several Poems omitted in the former Editions. 


Annas Sasser baer 


TY 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


HE following pieces are omit- 

ted in the Editions of Dr Young's 
Works, ſaid to be reviſed and cor- L 
rected by the Author; but are here 


inſerted, to gratify thoſe who would 


wiſh to be poſſeſſed of a complete 
Collection of this Author's Works. 


IMPERIUM PELAGI. 


A 


NAVAL LYRIC: 


Written in IMITAT1ON of 


PINDAR' SPIRIT. 


it- 
7's OCCASIONED. BY 
* His Maj Es r x's return from Hanover, 
September 1729, and the ſucceeding Peacr, 
re 
id Monte decurrens velut amms, imbres 
 Duem ſuper notas aluere ripas, 
etc Fervet, immen/uſque ruit profund? 
Pindarus ore. 
C8. 


Concines laeto/que diet, et urbis 
Publicum ludum, ſuper impetrato 
Fortis AUGUSTI reditu, Hon. 


. 


Pindaric carries a formidable ſound; but 

there is nothing formidable in the true 
nature of it; of which (with utmoſt ſubmiſ- 
ſion) 1 conceive the critics have hitherto enter- 
tained a falſe idea. Pindar is as natural az 
Anacrein, though not fo familiar. As a fixed 
ſtar is as much in the bounds of nature as a 
lower of the ficld, though leſs obvious, and of 
vreater dignity, This is not the received no- 
uon of Pindar. I ſhall therefore oz ſupport 
at large that hint which is now given. | 

Trade is a very noble ſubject in itſelf; more 
proper than any for an Engli/bman ; and parti- 
cularly /caſonable at this juncture. 

We have more ſpecimens of good «writing 
in every province than in the ſublime ; our two 
famous epic poems excepted. I was willing to 
make an attempt where I had feweſt rivals, 

If, on reading this ade, any man has a fuller 
idea of the real intereſt, or poſſible glory of his 
country, than before ; or a ſtronger impreſſion 
rom it, or a warmer concern for it, I give up 
to the critic any further reputation. 

We have many copies and tranſlations that 
paſs for originals, This ade. I humbly conceive, 
is 2n original, though it profeſſes imitation. No 
man can be like Pindar, by imitating any of his 
farticular works; any more than like Raphac!, 

_— 


F 


by copying the Cartoons. The genius and ſpi- 
rit of ſuch great men muſt be collected from 
the whole; and when thus wel are poſſeſſed of 
it, we muſt exert its energy in /ubjefts and do- 
ſigns of our own. Nothing is ſo unpindarical 
as following Pindar on the foot. Pindar is an 
original, and he mult be / too who would be 
like Pindar in that which is his greateſt praiſe. 
Nothiag ſo unlike as a cl:/e copy and a noble 
original, 

As for length, Pindær has an unbroken ode of 
fix hundred lincs. Nothing is long or ſhort in 
writing, but relatively to the demand of the 
ſubject, and the manner of treating it. A di- 
ich may be long, and a folio ſbort, However, 
have broken this ode into ſtrains, each of 
which may be conſidered as a ſeparate ode, if 


matter be conſidered, I am rather apprehenſive 
of danger from brevity in this ade, than from 
length. But lank writing is what I think ought 
moſt to be declined, if for nothing elſe, for our 
plenty of it. 

The ode is the moſt ſpirited kind of poetry, 
and the Pindaric is the moſt ſpirited kind of 
ode, This I ſpcak at my own. very great peril ; 
but truth has an eternal title to our confeſſion, 
thovgh we are ſure to ſoffer by it. 


von pleaſe. And if the variety and fulneſs of 
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CTC 


The ODE conſiſts of a Prelude ; five Strains; 
a Moral; a Cloſe, and a Chorus, 


. 
HE prop?/itian. An addreſs to the veſſel that brought 
over the King. Who * fing on this occaſion. A 
Pirceric boilt. 

STRAIN I. How the king attended. A preſpedt of hap. 
pineſ>. Tedeſiry. A ſurpriſing inſtance of it in Old Rome. 
The miſchict of ſloth. N hat happineſs is. Slot/ its greateſt 
enemy. Trade natural to Britain. Trade invok'd. Deſcrib's. 
M bat the greateſt human excellence. "The praiſe of wealth. 
Its w/e, abuſe, end. The variety of nature. The final moral 
cauſe of it. The benefit of man's neceſſities. Britain's 
naval ſtores. She makes all nature ſerviceable to her ends. 
Of reaſon. Its excellence. How we ſhould form our eſti mate 
of things. Kezſon's difficult taſk. JF by the firſt glory hers. 
Her efetts in Old Britain. 

STRAIN II. Arts from commerce. Why Britons ſhould 
purſuc it. Wat wealth includes. An iforical digreſſion, 
which kind is moſt frequent in Pindar. The wealth and 
wonderful glory of Tyre. The approach of her ruin. The 
cauſe of it. Her crimes through all ranks and orders. Her 
miſerable fall. The neighbouring kings juſt reſexion on it. 
An awful image of the divine power and vengeance. From 
what Tyre fell, and how deep her calamity. 

STRAIN III. An inference from this hiſtory. Advice to 
Britain. More proper to her than other nations. How far 
the ſtroke of tyranny reaches. What ſupports our endea- 
vours. The unconſidered benefits of liberty. Britain's ob- 
ligation to purſue trade. Vi above half the globe is /c. 
Bri:ain's grandeur from he: ſſtuatian. The winds, the ſeas, 
the conſieflations, deſcrib'd. Sir Iſaac Newton's praiſe. Bri- 
tuin compar'd with other ſtates. The Leviathan deſcrib'd. 
Britaia's * and antient title to the ſeas Who rivals her. 
Ot Verice. Hillznd. Same deſpiſe trade as mean. Cenſur ed 
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CONTEN TS. 


for it. Trade's glory: The late Czar. Solomon. A ſurpriſing 
inſtance of magnificence. The merchant's dignity. Com- 
pared with men of letters. 

STRxA1N TV. Pinder invok'd. Nis praiſe. Britain ſhould 
decline war, but boldly affert her trade. Encouraged from 
the throne. Britain's condition without trade. Trade's 
charafter, and furprifing deeds. Carthage. Solomon's temple. 
St PauPs church The miſer's character. The wonderful 
effects of trade. Viy religion recommended to the 
merchant. What falſe joy. What true. What religion is to 
the merchan'. y trade more glories in Britons than 
others. How warmly aud how long to be purſved by us. 
The Brito:.'s legacy. Columbus. Hiz.praiſe. America de- 
ſcrib'd. Worlds till endeown.. Queen Ekzabgh. . King 
George the Second. His glory nua repr ſented. 

STRAIN V. Vbat is the bound of Britains power. Bo- 
yond that of the moſt famed in biſtory. The fagn Lyra. 
I bat the conſtellations are. Argo. The whale. The dolphin. 
Eridiamss. The hon. Libra. Virgo.. Berenice. The Britijb 
Jadies cenſured. The moan. VI hat the ſea is. Apoſirophe 
to the emperer. The Spaniſh armada. How. Britain ſhould 
ſpeak her reſentment. Vbat gives power. What natives 
do in war. The Tartar. Mogul. Africa. China. Wha 
maſter of the world. bat the hiſtory of the world is. 
The genealogy of glory. Miſtakes about it. Peace the 
merchant's harveſt. Ships of divine origin. Merchants 
ambaſſadors. The Briton's voyage. Praiſe the food of 
glory. Britain's record. 


Ts MORAL 


The moſt happy ſhould be the moſt virtuous. Of eteruitq. 
What Britain's art ſhould be, Whence ſlavery. 


The C. L. O.8$ E. 


This /u5jeF now firſt ſung. How ſung. Preferable to 
Pindar's ſubjects. How Britain ſhould be ſung by all. 


Nonne 


le to 
J. 
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MERCH ANT. 


A N 


O D E 


On the Britiſh Trade and Navigation. 


To His GRAce the 
DUKE Or CHANDOS. 


NY 4 TAvTOSEY N- 
Guy tyTi Tpocodoi, 
vac fur Ara r- 
| &t x00 pattive PIN D. Nem. Ode vi. 
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1. 
AST by the ſurge my limbs are ſpread; 
The naval oak nods o'er my head; 
The winds are loud; the waves tumultuous row: 
Ye winds! indulge your rage no more; 
Ye ſounding billows! ceaſe to roar : 
The god deſcends ; and tranſports warm my foul. 
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II. 


The waves are huſh'd ; the winds are ſpent !— 
- This kingdom, from the kingdoms rent, 
Icelebrate in ſong. Fam'd iſle! no lefs, 
By nature's favour, from mankind, 
Than bv the foaming /e disjoin'd ; 
Alone in bliſs! an e in happineſs ! 


III. 


Tho' fats and time have damp'd my ſtrains, 
Tho' youth no longer fires my veins, 


Tho? flow their ſtreams in this cold climate run ; \ 
The royal eve diſpels my cares, 
Recals the warmth of blooming years, 


Returniag GEORGE ſupplies the diſtant ſun. A 


IV. 
Away, my ſoul! ſalute the Pine *, 
That glads the heart of CarxoLixg, 
Its prand depoſit faithful to reſtore ; 1 
Salute the bark that ne er ſhould hold 
So rich a freight in gems or gold, 
And loaded from both Indies would be poor. A 


V. 


My ſoul! to thee, fs ſpreads her (ils; 
Their boſoms fill with facred gales ; 
With inſpiration from the podhead warm ; Sp 
Now bound for an eternal clime, 
O ſend her down the tide of time, 
Snatch'd from 65/i7102, and fecure from ſlorm. Di 


The veſſel in which the K x came over. 
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VI. 


Or teach this flag like that to ſoar, 
Which gods of old and heroes bore z 

Bid her a Britiſh conſtellation riſe—— 
The fea ſhe ſcorns; and, now, ſhall bound 
On lofty billows of ſweet ſound; 

am her pilot, and her port the ſkies / 


VII. 
Dare you to ſing, ye twinkling train 
Silence, ye wretched ! ye profane ! 

Who ſhackle proſe, and boaſt of abſent gods; 
Who murder thought, and numbers maim, 
Who write Pindarics cold and lame, 

And labour ſtiff Anacreontic odes. 


VIII. 
Ye /awſul ſons of genius, riſe ! 
Of genuine title to the ſkies ; 
Ye founts of learning! and ye mints of fame 
You, who file off the mortal part 
Of glowing thought, with Mtic art, 
And drink pure ſong from Cam's or 1/is' ſtream. 


IX. 


I glow, I burn ! the numbers pure, 
High - flavour d, delicate, mature, 
Spontaneous ſtream from my unlabour'd breaſt ; 
As when full-ripen'd teems the vine, 
The generous burſts of willing wine, 
Diſtil nectareom from the grape unpreſi d. 
Vo r. II. * 
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. I, 
T. 


Our monarch comes ! nor comes alone 
What ſhining forms ſurround his throne, 
O ſun ! as planets thee! to my loud ſtrain 
See peace, by wiſdom led, advance; 
The grace, the m/e, the ſeaſon dance; 


And f/:ty ſpreads behind her flowing train! 


TI. 
Our monarch comes nor comes alcne /! 
New glories kindle round his throne ; 
The viſions riſe! I triumph as I gaze. 
By Pindar led, I turn'd of late 
The volume dark, the folds of fate; 
And, now, am preſent to the ſiture blaze. 


III. 
By George and Jove it is decreed, 
Tbe mighty months in pomp proceed, 


Fair daughters of the ſun ! — O thou divine, 


Bleſs'd indrftry! a ſmiling earth 
From thee alone derives its birth: 


By thee the plough- ſhare and its maſter ſhine. 


IV. 


From thee, zzaſt, cable, anchor, oar, 
From thee the carmen, and his roar; 


On oaks num d, rear d by thee, wealth, empire grow: 


O golden fruit ! oat well might prove 
The ſacred tree, the tree of ove ; 
All Jove can give, the naval oak beſtows 
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V. 


What cannot induſtry complete? 
* When Punic war firſt flam'd, the great, 
Bold, active, ardent Roman fathers meet: 
6 Fell all your groves,” a Flamen cries z 
As ſoon they fall; as ſoon they riſe; 
One moon, a foreſt, and the next, a fleet. 


VI. 
Is Aut indulgence? *Tis a toil ; 
Enervates man, and damns the foil ; 
Defeats creation, plunges in diſtreſs, 
Cankers our being, all devours: 
A full exertion of our pow' rs! 
T hence, and thence only, glows our happineſ. 


VIE. 


The ſtream may ſtagnate, yet be clear; 
The fun ſuſpend his ſwift career, 
Yet healthy nature feel her '+2nted force; 
Ere man, his active ſprings reſign'd, 
Can ruſt in body and in mind, 
Tat taſte of bliſs, of which he choaks the ſource. 


VIIT. 
Where, induſir; ! thy daughter fair! 
Recal her to her native air: 
Here was trade born, here bred, here flouriſh'd long; 
And ever ſhall ſhe flouriſh here: | 
What tho' the languiſh'd ? *twas but fear ; 
She's ſound of heart, her conſtitution's ſtrong. 


L. FLORVUS,. 
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IX. 


Wake, Tring her up. Trade] lean no mo12 
On thy fix'd anchor, puſh from ſhore ; 
Earth lyes before thee, every climate court. 
And fee! ſhe's rous'd, abſolv'd from fears, 
Her brow in cloudleſs azure rears, 
Spreads all ber (ail, and opens every port. | 


X. 
See, cheriſh'd by ber ſiſter, peace, 
She levies gain on every place, 
Religion, habit, cuſtom, tongue and name ( 
Again, ſhe travels with the ſun, 
Again, ſhe draws a golden zone fame! 
Round earth and main; bright zone of wealth and 


XT. 


Ten thouſand active hands, that hung 
In ſhameful floth, with nerves unſtrung, 
The nation's languid load, def, the ſtorms, ] 
The ſheets unfurl, and anchors weigh, 
The long-moor'd veſſels wing to ſea, 
Worlds worles ſalute, and peopl'd ocean ſwarms. | * 


XII. 
His ſons, Po, Ganges, Danube, Nile, 
Their ſedgy forcheads lift, and ſmile; 
Their urns inverted prodigally pour . 5 
Streams charg'd with wealth, and vow to buy 
Britannia for their great ally, | 
With climes paid down; what can the gods do more: 0 


ie! 
nd 


ore ? 
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XIII. 
Cold Ra ſſa ooſtly furs, from far 
Hot China ſends her painted jar, 
France gen rous wines to crown it, Arab ſueet 
With gales of incenſe ſwells our ſails, 
Nor diſtant Ind our merehant fails, 
Her richeſt ore the ballaſt of our fleet. 


XIV. 


Luxuriant iſle ! what tide that flows, 
Or ſtream that glides, or wind that blows, 

Or genial ſun that ſhines, or ſhow'r that pours, 
But flows, glides, breathes, ſhines, pours for thee ? 
How every heart dilates to ſee 

Each land's each ſeaſon blending on thy ſhores ? 


XV. 


All theſe one Britiſh harveſt wake! 
The ſervant Ocean, for thy fake, 
Both ſinks and ſwelis: his arms thy boſom wrap; 
And fondly give in boundleſs dow'r 
To mighty GeorGE's growing pow'r, 
The wafted world into thy loaded lap. 


XVI. 


Commerce brings riches, riches crown. - 
Fair virtue with the firſt renown : 

A large revenue, and a large expence, 
When hearts for others welfare plow, 
And /pend as tree as pods beſtow, 

Gives the full bloom to mortal exceiicece. 

£.3 
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XVII. 


Clow then my breaſt ! abound my ſtore !. 
This, and this boldly I implore; 

Their want and apathy let Stoics boaſt : 
Paſſiens and riches, good or ill, 
As us'd by man, demand our {kill ; 

All bleſſings wound us when diſcretion's loſt. 


XVUI. 


Wealth, in the virtuors and the wi/e, 
"Tis vice and folly to deſpiſe: 

Let thoſe in praiſe of poverty refine, 
Whole heads or hearts pervert its ulc, 
The narrow-ſoul'd or the profuſe, 

The truly great find morals in the mine. 


XIX. 


Happy the man ! who, large of heart, 
Has learnt the rare, Hluſtrious art 

Of being rich: ſores ſtarve us, or they c/oy, 
From gold, if more than chymic (kill, 
Extract not what is brighter (till : 

Tis hard to gain, much harder to enjoy. 


XX. 


Plenty's a meant, and joy her end- 
Exalted minds their joys extend. 
A Chandos ſhines, when others joys are done: 
As Iiſty turrets by their height, 
When humble ſcenes relign their light, 
R:-tain the r2ys of the decluing ſun, 
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XXI. 


Pregnant with bleſſings, Britain ſwear 
No /ordid fon of thine ſhall dare 

Offend the donor of thy wealth and peace; 
Who u, his whole creation drairs 
To pour into. thy tumid veins 

That blood of nations; commerce and increaſe, 


XXII. 


Haw various nature! turgid grain, 
Here nodding floats the golden plain; 
There worms weave ſilken webs, here glowing vines 
Lay forth their purple to the ſun, 
Berxeath the ſoil, there harveſts run, 
And kings revenues ripen in the mines. 


XXIII. 


What's various nature? art divine, 
Man's foul to ſoften and refine ; 
Heav'n different growths to different lands imparts, 
That all may ſtand in need of all, 
And intereſt draw around the ball, 
A net to catch, and join all human hearts. 


XXIV. 


Thus has the great CxEaToR's pen, 
His law ſupreme to mortal men, 
In their neceſſities diſtinctly writ : 
Even appetite ſupplies the place 
Of abſent virtue, abſent grace, 
And buman want performs for human wit. 
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XXV. 


Vaſt naval enſigns ſtrow d around, 
The wond' ring foreigner confound ; 
How ſtands the deep-aw'd continent aghalt, 

As her proud ſcepter d ſons ſurvey, 


At every port, on every key, 
Huge mountains riſe, of cable, anchor, maſt; 


XXVI. 
Th' unwieldy tun! the ponderous bale 
Each prince his awn clime ſet to ſale 
Sees here, by ſubjects of a Britiſh king: 
How carth's abridg'd ? all nations range 
A narrow ſpot! our throng'd Exchange, 
And fend the ſtreams of plenty from their ſpring. 


XXVII. 


Nor earth alone, all nature bends 
In aid to Britain's glorious ends : 
Toils ſhe in trade? or bleeds in honeſt wars * 
Her keel each yielding ſe enthrals, 
Each willing wind her canvas calls, 
Her pilot into ſervice lifts the ſtars, 


XXVIII. 


In ſize confin'd, and humbly made, 

What tho* we creep beneath the ſhade, 
And ſeem as emmets on this point the ball? 

Heaven lighted up the human foul, 

Heaven bid its rays tranſpierce the whole, 
And giving godlike reaſon, pave us all. 
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Thou golden chain t wirt Gop and men, 
Bleſt reaſon / guide my life and pen; 

All ills, like ghoſts, fly trembling at thy light. 
Who thee obeys, reigns over all; 
Smiles, tho? the ſtars around bim fall; 

A Go is nought but reaſon infinite. 


XXX. 


The man of reaſon is a god, 

Who ſcorns to ſtoop to fortune's nod; 
Sole agent he beneath the ſhining ſphere. 

Others are paſſive, are impell'd, 

Are frighten'd, flatter'd, ſunk. or ſwell'd, 
As accident is pleas'd to domineer. 


XXXI. 


Our Hopes and fears are much to blame; 
Shall monarchs awe ? or crowns in ame? 
From grols miſtake our idle tumult ſprings: 
Thoſe men the filly world diſarm, 
Elude the dart, diſſolve the charm, 
Who know the „lender worth of men and things. 


XXXII, 
The preſent object, preſent day, 
Are idle phantoms, and away; 

What's /aſting only does exiſt. Know this, 
Life, fame, friends, freedom, empire, call; 
Peace, commerce, freedom, nobly fall, 

To launch us on the flood of de bliſi. 
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XXXIII. 


How forcigs theſe, tho moſt in view. 
Go, look your whole exiſtence through ; 

Thence form your rule; thence fix your eſtimate. - 
For ſo the gods. But as the gaizs, 
How great the oi? *twill cott more pains, 

To vanquiſh fo/ly than reduce a ſtate. ] 


XXXIV. 
Hence, reaſon ! the firſt palm is thine: 
Cid Britain learnt from thee to ſhine ; 
By thee,trade's ſwarming throng, gay freedom's ſmilt, 
Armies, in war of fatal frown, 
Of peace the pride, art's flowing gown, 
Errich, exalt, deſtud, inſtruct our iſle. . 


. 


J. 
COMMERCE. gives arts, as well as gain; 
By commerce wafted o'er the main, 
They barbarous climes enlighten as they run; 
Arts, the rich traffic.of the ſoul ! 
May travel thus from pole to pole, 
And gild the world with learning's brighter ſun. 


21. 
Commerce gies lear / ing, virtue, gold! 
Ply commerce, then, ye Zritons bold, 
Inur'd to winds and ſcas! leſt gods repent : 
The gods that thron'd you in the wave, 
And, as the trident's emblem, gave 
A triple- realm that awes the continent: 


. 


III. 


And awes with wealth; for wealth“ is pow'r: 
When Jove deſcends a golden ſhow'r, 

»Tis navies, armies, empire, all in one.— 
View, emulate. outſhine 01d Tyre; 
In ſcarlet rob'd, with gems on fire, 

Her merchants, princes / every deck a throne / 


IV. 
She {at an empreſs! aw'd the flood! 
Her „able column Ccean trod; 
She call'd the nations, and ſhe call'd the /zas, 
By both obey'd : the Syrian ſings ; 
The Cyprian's art her viol ſtrings; 
Togarmah's ſteed along the valley neighs. 


, A 
The fir of Senir makes her floor, 
And Baſhan's oak transform'd her dar; 
Hiph Lebanon her maſt : far Dedan warms 
Her mantl'd hoſt; Arabia feeds; 
Her fail of purple Egypt ſpreads; 
Aroad ſends mariners ; the Perſian, arms. 


VT. 
The world's laſt limit bounds her fame; 
The Golden City was her name! 
Thoſe ſtars on earth, the topaz, onyx blaze 
Beneath her foot: extent of coaſt, 
nd rich as Vile's, let others boaſt; 
Hers the far nobler harreſt of the ſeas, 
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VII. 


O merchant land! as Eden fair 
Antient of empires! nature's care! 
The ſtrength df ocean! head of plenty's ſprings ! 
The pride of e,! in wars rever'd! 
Mother of crafts! lov'd! courted! fear'd! 
PHot of kingdoms! and ſupport of kings! 


VIII. 


Great mart of nations — But ſhe fell: 
Her pamper'd ſons revolt! rebel! 

Againit his favourite iſle loud roars the main! 
The tempeſt howls! her ſculptur d dome 
Soon, the wolf s refuge, dragon's home 

The land, one altar ! a whole people /lain! 


IX. 


The deſtin'd day puts on her frown ; 
The ſable hour is coming down; 
She's on her march from yon almighty throne : 
The ſword and ſtorm are in her hand; 
She trumpets ſhrill her dread command: 
Dark be the light of earth, the boaſt, antaeun / 


X. 


For, oh! her ſins as red as blood, 
As crimſon deep, outcry the flood; 
The queen of trade is bought, once wiſe and juſt, 
Now, venal is her council's tongue: 
How riot, violence and wrong, 


Turn gold to dre, ker bloſſom into deſi * 
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XI. 

To things inglorious, far beneath 

Thoſe high - born ſouls they proudly breathe, 
Her ſordid ales ſink ! her mighty bow 

Is it for this the groves around 

Return the tabret's ſprightly ſound ? 
Is it for 1his the great ones toſs the brow ? 


XIT. 
What burning feuds twixt brothers reign ? 
To nuptials cold, how glows the vein, 
Confounding kindred, and miſleading right ? 
The ſpurious lord it o'er the land! 
Bold 5/aſphemy dares make a ſtand, 
Aſſault the ſky, and brandiſh a// her might 


XIII. 


T;re's artizan, ſweet orator, 
Her merchant, ſage, big man of war, 

Her judge, her prophet, nay her hoary head, 
Whoſe brows with wiſdom ſhould be crowu'd, 
Her very prieſts in guilt abound: 

Hence, the world's cedar atl her honours ſheds. 


XIV. 

What death of truth, what thirſt of gold? 

Chiefs warm in peace, in battle cold! 
What youth unletter'd ? baſe ones lifted high? 

What public boaſts? what private views? 

W bat deſart temples? crouded ſtews ? 
What women ?—praftis'd but to rowl an eye 
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XV. 
O! foul of heart, her faireſt dames 
Decline the ſun's intruding beams, 

To mad the midnight in their gloomy haunts : 
Alas ! there is, who ſees them there; 
There is who flatters not the fair, 

When cymbals tinkle, and the virgin chaunts. 


XVT. 


HE ſees and thunders !—Now, in vain ! 

The courſer paws and foams the rein ; 
Ind chariots ſtream along the printed ſoil : 

In vain, ber high, preſumptuous air 

In gorgeous veſtments, rich and rare, 
O'er her proud ſhoulder throws the poor man's toil. 


XVII. 
In robes or gems, her coſtly ſtair 
Green, ſcarlet, azure, ſhine in vain! 

In vain! their golden heads her turrets rear ; 
In vain ! high-flavour'd, foreign fruits, 
Sidonian oils, and Lydian lutes, 

Glide &er ber tongue, and melt upon her ear. 


XVIII. 
In vain! wine flows in various ſtreams, 
With helm and ſpear each pillar gleams; 
Damaſcus, vain | unfolds the gloſſy ſtore, 
The golden wedpe from Ophir's coaſts, 
From Aab incenſe, vain, ſhe boaſts; 
Vain are her guds, and vainly men adore, 
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XIX. 


Bell falls ! the mighty Nebo bends ! 
The nations hiſs! her glory ends ! 

To ſhips, her confidence ! ſhe flies from foes ; 
Foes meet her there: the wind, the wave, 
That once aid, ftrength and grandeur pave, 

Plunge her in ſeas from which ber glory role. 


XX. 
Her ivery deck; embroider'd fail, 
And malt of cedar, nought avail, 

Or pilot /carn'd! ſhe finks, nor finks adene, 
Her gods fink with her! to the (ky, 
Which never more ſhall meet her eye, 

She ſends her ſoul out in one dreadful groan. 


XXI. 


What tho' fo vaſt her naval might, 
In her firſt dawn'd the Hritiſh right, 
*All flags abas'd her ſea-dominion greet ? 
What tho' ſhe longer warr'd than Troy © 
At length her foes that i//: deſtroy 
Whoſe conqueſt {ail'd as far as ſail'd her fleet. 


XXII. 
The kings ſhe cloth'd in purple, ſhake - 
Their awful brows: © O foul miftake! 
« O fatal pride! (they cry) this, this is ſhe, 
Who ſaid— With my own art and arm, 
4% In the world's wealth I wrap me warm.—- 
* And ſwell'd at heart, vain empreſs of the ſea! 


. ® Q. CunrTtvs. 
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XXIII. 
6 This, this is ſhe, who u, ſoar d: 
4% Alas! how law to be advr'd, 
And ſtile herſelf a god? —Thro' ſtarmy wars g 
« This eagle- iſtæ her thunder bore, 
High- fed ber young with human gore; 
« And would ha ve built her neſt among the ſtars. ; 


XXIV. 
« But, ah, frail man! how impotent 
« To ſtand Heav'n's vengeance, or prevent ? 
« To turn aſide the great CxataTor's aim? 
« Shall i/and-kiops with him contend, 
„Who makes the poles beneath him bend. 
And ſhall drink up the fea berſelf with flame! 


XXV. 
« fgFarth, Æther, Empyrenm bow, 
MW ben from the brazen mountains brow 
+ The Gop of battles takes his mighty bow: 
«« Of wrath prepares to pour the flood, 
*+ Puts on bis veſture dipt in blood, 
And marcbe3'out to ſcourge the world below. 


XXVI. 


Ab, wretched 1%, once call'd the great 
Ah, wretched %, and wiſe too late! 
The vengeance of Jehovah is gone out: 
* Thy tuxiry, corruption, pride, 
And ſreedom loſt, the realms deride, 
* Ador'd thee flarding, o'er thy ruins hot. 
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XXVI. 
© To ſcourge with war, or peace beflow, 
© Was thine, O fallen! falien low 
«Twas thine, of jarring thrones to ſtill debates: 
© How art thou fallen, down, down, down! 
Wide waſle, and nigbt, and horror frown, 
© Where empire lam d in gold, and balanc'd ſtates.” 


. III. 
J. 
Hence learn, as hearts are ſoul or pure, 
Our fortunes wither or endure: 
Nations may !5rive or periſh by the wave. 
What ſtorms from Jope's unwilling frown, 
A people's crimes ſcllicit down! 
Ocean's the wimyb of riches and the grave. 


H.: 


This truth, O Britain! ponder well; 
Virtues ſhould riſe, as fortunes fwell : 
What is large property ? the ſig u of good, 
Of worth Y erior : if tis 4%, 
Anolher's trea ſure we poſſvſs, 
And charge the gods with favours zzis5eſtow's. 


FS: : 
This counſel. ſuits Britanmia's ile, | 
High- ſluſh' d with wea/th and freedoms ſmile: 
To vaſſals priſon'd in the continent, 
Who ſtarve, at home, on meagre toil, 
And ſuck to death their mother ſoil, 
*T wer. uſeleſs caution, andi a truth miC-{pent, 
A a2 3 
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IV. 
Fell tyrants ſtrike beyond the bone, 
And wound the foul ; bow genius down, 
Lay virtue waſte! for worth or arts who ſtrain, 
To throw them at a menſ/ler's foot 
Ti property ſupports purſuit : 
Freedom gives eloquence; and freedom, gain. 


V. 


She pours the thought, and forms the ſtyle, 
She makes the blood and fpirits boil ; 

I feel her zow// and rouze, and riſe, and rave 
In Theban ſong : O muſe ! not thine, 
Verſe is gay freedoms pift divine: 

The man that can think greatly is no ſlave, 


VI. 


Others may traffic if they pleaſe; 
Britain, fair daughter of the ſeas, 
Is born for trade, to plough her field the wave; 
And reap the growth of every coaſt: 
A ſpeck of land ! but let her boaſt, 
Gods gave the world, when they the waters gave. 


VII. 
Britain ! beheld the world's wide face; 
Not cover'd half with /o/;zd ſpace, 
Ttree parts are fuid: empire of the fea! 
And why ? for commerce, Ocean ſtreams 
For that, thro' all bis various :ames : 
And if for commerce, Ocean fluws for thee, 
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VIII. 
Britain, like ſome. great potentate 
Of Eaſtern clime, retires in ſtate, 
Shuts out the nations! would a priace draw nigh ? 
He paſles her ſtrong guards the waves, 
Of ſervant winds admiſſion craves, 
Her empire has no neighbour but the {ky. 


IX. 
There are her friends; foft Zephyr there, 
Keen Eurus, Notus never fair, 
Rough Boreas burſting from the pole: all urge, 
And urpe for her their various toil, 
The Caſpian, the broad Baltic boil, 
And into life the dead Pacific ſcourge. 


X. 
There are her friends, a marſhal'd train, 
A golden hoſt ! and azure plain! 
By turns do duty, and by turns-retreat : 
They may retreat, but not from her; 


The ſtar that quits this hemiſphere 
Muſt quit the ſkies to want a Britiſb fleet. 


XI. 
- Hyad, for her, leans o'er her urn; 
For her, Orion's glories burn, 
The Plciads gleam. + For Britons ſet and riſe 
The fair-fac'd ſons of Mazaroth, 
Near the deep chambers of the ſouth, 
The raging d that fires. the midnight ſkies. 
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XII. 
Theſe nations Newton made his own; 
All intimate with bim alone, 
His mighty foul did, like a giant, run 
To the laſt volumeꝰs cieſing ſtar; 
Decypher'd every character: 
His reaſon pour d new light upon the ſun. 


XIII. 
Let the proud brothers of the land, 
Smile at our rock and barren ſtrand, 
Not ſuch the fea : let Fobe's antient line 
Vaſt tradts, and ample beings vaunt ; 
The camel leu, mall elephant; 
O Britain! the Leniathan is thine. 


XIV. 


Leviathan! whom nature's ſtrife 
Brought forth her largeſt piece of hf: ! 
He ſleeps an iſle! his ſports the billows warm! 
Dreadfu! Leviathan! thy fpout 
Invades the ſkies ;.the ſtars are out: 
He drinks a river, and ejects a florm. 


XV. 
Th Atlantic ſurge around our ſhore, 
German and Caledonian roar, 
Their mighty genic hold us in their lap 
Hear Egbert, Edgar, Etheir:d ; 
1% The ſeas are ours.” — Ihe monarchs faid— 
The floods their hands, their hands the nations, clap, 
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XVI. 
Whence'is a rival then to riſe? 
Can he be found beneath the ſkies ? 
Not there they dwell that ean give Britain fear 3 
The powers of earth, by rival aim, 
Her grandeur but the more proclaim; 
And prove their diſtance moſt as they draw near. 


XVII. 


Proud Venice ſres amid the waves; 
Her foot ambitious Ocean laves: 
it's nobleſt boaſt! but O what wond'rous odds, 
»Twixt Venice and Britanria's iſle ? 
'Twixt mortal and immortal toil ? 
Britannia is a Venice built by gods. 


XVIII. 


Let Holland triumph o'er her foes, 

But no: o'er friends by whom ſhe roſe; 
The child of Britain! and ſhall ſhe contend ? 

It were no lek than parricide! — 

What wonders riſe from out the tide ? 
er high and mighty to the rudder bend. 


XIX. 


And are there then of lofty brow, _ 

Who think trade mean, and ſcorn to bow 
Zo far beneath the ſtate of noble birth ? 

Alas! theſe chiefs but little know, 

Commerce how high, themſelves how low; 
The ſons of nch e, are the ſons of earth, 


36 THE MERCHANT. 


XX. 
And what have earth's mean ſons to do, 
But reap her fruits, and warm purſue 
The world's chief good, not glut on others toil ? y 
High commerce from the gods came down, 
With compaſs, chart, and ſtarry crown, 
Their delegate to make the nations /mri/2, | ( 


XXI. 
Bluſh, and. behold the Raſfn bow, 

From forty crowns, his mighty brow 
Tafrade——to toil he turns his glorious band ; 
That arm which ſwept the bloody field, 

See | the huge ax or hammer wield ; 
While /c:ptres wait, and thrones impatient ſtand. 


XXII. 
O ſhame to ſuljec is ſirſt renown, 
Matchleſs example to tbe crown / 
Od time is poor: what age boaſts ſuch a ſight ? 
Ye drones! adore the man divine 
No; virtue ſtill, as mean, decline, 
Call Ruſſians barbarous, and yourſelves polite. 


XXIII. 
He too of Judah, great as wiſe, 
With Hiram ſtrove in merchandize z 
Monarchs with monarchs ſtruggle for an oar / 
That merchant ſinking to bis grave, 
A flood of treaſure {wells the cave; 
+ The king left much, the merchant bury'd more, 


+ Vaſt treaſure taken from S:!»19:'s tomb 1300 years 


after his death; zooo talents at one time; and an im- 
menſe ſum the ucxt. 
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| XXIV. 
Is merchant an inglorious name? 
No; fit for Pindar ſuch a theme, 
Too great for me; I pant beneath the weight 
It loud as Ocean's were my voice, 
If words and thoughts to court my choice 
Out-number'd ſand, I could not reach its height. 


XXV. 


Merchants o'er proudeſt heroes reign ; 
Thoſe trade in b/e/ing, theſe in pain, 
At ſlaughter ſwell, and ſhout while nations proan : 
With purple wonarchs, merchants vie; 
If great to ſpend, what to ſupply? 
Prieſts pray for bleſſings, merchants pour em down. 


XXVI. 


Kings merchants are in league, and love; 
Earth's odours pay ſoft airs above, 

That o'er the teeming neld prolific range; 
Planets are merchants, take, return 
Luſtre and heat; by traffic burn; 

The whole creation is one vaſt exchange, 


XXVII. 


Is merchant an ing lorious name? 

What ſay the fons of letter d fame, 
Proud of their volumes, fwelling in their cell? 

In open life, in change of ſcene, 

*Mid various manners, throngs of men, 
Experience arts, and ſolid wiſdom dwells. 
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XXVIn. 


Trade, art's mechanic, nature's ſtores 
Well weighs; to farry ſcience foars; 
Reads warm in {fe (dead-colour'd by the pen) 
The ſites, tongues, intereſts of the ball: 
Who ſtudies trade, he ſtudies all; 
Accompliſh'd merchants are accompliſh'd men. 


C30 3M: 30 
I. 

How ſhall I farther rouſe the ſoul ? 
How farb laſcivious reign controul 
By verſe with unextinguiſh'd ardour wrought ? 
How every breaſt inflame with mine ? 
How bid my theme (till brighter ſhine, 
With wealth of words, and unexhauſted thought? 


II. 


O thou Dircacan (wen on high, 

Round whom familiar thunders £y ! 
While 7ove attends a language like bis own 7 
Thy /pire pour, Tike vernal ſhow'rs, 

My verſe ſhall burſt out with the flow'rs, 
While Britain's trade advances with her ſun, 


III. 
Tho' Britain was net born to fear, 
Graſp not at bloody fame from war; 
Nor war decline, if thrones your right invade: 
Jove gathers tempeſt black as night; 
Jede pours the golden flood of light; 
Let Britain thunder, or let Britain trade. 


An O D E. 
IV. 

Britain, a comet or a ſlar, 

In commerce this, or that in war, 
Let Britons ſhout ! earth, ſeas and ſkies reſound ! 

Commerce to kindle, raiſe, preſerve, 

And ſpirit dart through every nerve, 
+ Hear from thethror:e a voice thro' time renowu d. 


* 


So fall from heav'n the vernal ſhow'rs, 
To chear the glebe and wake the flow'rs ; 
The bloom call'd forth ſce azure ſkies diſplay d; 
The bird of voice is proud to ſing, 
Induſtrious bees ply every wing, 
Diſtend their cells, and urge their golden trade, 


VI. 
Trade once extinguifh'd, Britain's ſun 
Is gone out too; his race is run; 
He ſhines in vain! her iſle's an iſle indeed, 
A ſpot too ſmall to be o'ercome ; 
Ah dreadful ſafety ! wretched doom ! 
No foe will conquer, what no foe can feed. 


VIL. 


Trad:'s the Tource, finew, ſoul of all; 
Trades All herſelf; hers, hers, the ball; 

i/ here moſt unſeen, the goddeſs till is there; 
Trade leads the dance, trade liphts the blaze, 
The courtier's pomp! the ſtudent's eaſe! 

*T 'was trade at Blenheim fought and clos d the wars 

{ The king's ſpeech. 
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VIX. 

What, Rome, and all her pods defies? 

The Punic car. Behold it riſe 

And battle for the world! trade gave the call; 
Rich cordials from his zava/ art 


Sent the ſtrong ſpirits to his heart, 
That bid an Muc merchant graſp the ball. 


IX. 
Where is, on earth, 7chovah's home? 
Trade mark'd the foil, and built the dome, 
In which his Mazeſty ir deign'd to dwell ; 
The walls with ſilver ſheets o'erlajd, 
Rich as the ſun, through gold unueigh d, 
Bent the moon'd arch, and bid the column ſwell. 


X. 


1 Grandeur unknown to Solomon 
Methinks the labouring earth ſhould groan, 
Beneath yon load: created ſure, not made 
Servant, and,. rival of the ſkies ! 
Heav'n's arch alone can higher riſe: 
What hand immortal rais'd thee? — Zumble trade. 


XI. 
Where hadſt thou been, if left at large, 
Thoſe ſine y arms that tugg d. the barge, 
Had caught at p/cafure on the flow ry green ? 
Had ſwung behind the rowling car, 
Or. fil it with diſgrace, where hadſt thou been? 
t St Pauls, built by the coal-tax. 


* 
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XII. 
As by repletion men conſume, 
Abundance is the miſer's doom.. 
Expend it =obly ; be that lets it ruff, 
Which, paſſing numerous hands, would ſhine, 
Is not a man, but living mine, 
Foe to the godi, and rival to the duſt. 


XIII. 


Trade barbarons lands can poliſh fair; 
Make carth well worth the wiſe man's care; 
Call forth her foreſts, charm them into fleets; 
Can make one hore of human race; 
Can bid the diſtant poles embrace; 
Hers, every ſun: and India, India meets. 


XIV. 


Trade monarchs crowns, and arts imports, 
What bounty feeds with laurel courts; 
Trade gives fair virtue fairer ſtill to ſhine; 
Enacts thoſe guards of gain, the /aws ; 
Exalts even freedom's glorious cauſe :— 
Trade, warn'd by Tyre, O make religion thing. 


XV. 


Tea lend each other mutual aid: 
Why is heav'n's ſmile in wealth convey d? 
Not to place vice, but virtues in our pow'r : 
Pleaſure declin'd is luxury - 
Boundleſs in time and in degree : 
* Pleaſure j d, the trmult of ap hour. 
B b 2 
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XVI. 
Fal/e joy's 2 diſcompoſing thing, 
That jars on nature's trembling ſtring, 
Tempeſts the ſpirits, and untunes the frame : 
True joy the ſunſhine of the ſoul, 
A bright ſerene that calms the whole ; 
M bich they ne er koew, vbem other joys inflame. 


XVII. 


Merchant! religion is the care 
To grew es rich—as angels are; 
To know falſe coin from true ; to ! veep the ma. 
The migtty flake ſecure, beyond 
The ſtrongeſt tie of fie/d or fund; 
Commer ce gives gold, ligion makes it gain. 


XVIII. 
Join then religion to thy ſtore, 
Or India's mines will make thee poor - 
Greater than Tzz7e! O bear a nobler mind, 
Sea- ſovereign i/{: proud war decline, 
Tr age patronize! what glory tlune, 
Argent to 5/:/5, who could} ſubdue mankind? 


XIX. 


Rich commerce ply with warmth divine 

By day, by night; the ſtars are thine : 
Wear out the ſtars in trade eternal run 

From age to age, the noble glow, 

A rag? to gain, and to b:ſtow, 
Welte ages laſt! in trade burn out the fur. 


i © D E. 
XX. 

Trade, Britain's all, our fires ſent down, 
With toil, blood, treaſure, ages won; 
75¹¹, Edgar great bequeath'd; this, Edward bold; 

Let Forbiſhers, let Ralcighs fare! 
* O let Columbus ſhade inſpire! 
New worlds diſcloſe, with Drak: ſurround an old, 


XXI. 
Columbus! ſcarce inferior fame 
For thee to find, than heaven to fia 
+ That womb of gold and gem: her wide domain, 
An univerſe ! her rivers, ſas! 
Her fruits, both men and gods to pleaſe! 
Heav'n's faireſt birth! and bat for thee in vaig. 


XXII. N 
Worlds till u»k0wn deep ſhadows wrap; 
Call wonders forth from nature's lap; 
New glory pour on her eternal Sire: 
O noble ſearch! O glorious care! 
Are you not Britons P why deſpair ? 
New worlds are due to ſuch a godlike ſirc. 


XXIII. 
Swear by the great ET IZ Aꝰs ſoul, 
That fraue as long as waters roll; 
Ah! no; the gods cha ſtiſe my raſh decree : 
By great EL1za do not ſwear; 
For thee, O GEORGE] the gods declare, 
And thou for them] late time ſhall ſwear by thee. 


Born in Eagland. + Vid. deſcriptions of Amcrica. 
B b 3 


294 THE MERCHANT. 
XXIV. 
Trath, bright as ſtars, with thee prevails; 
Full be thy fame, as ſwelling ſails ; 
Conſtant, as tides, thy mind ; as maſts, elate; 
Thy juſtice an unerring helm, 
To ſteer Britannia's fickle realm; 
Thy numeroms race, ſure anchor of her ſtate. 


. 
| 4 

Britannia's ſtate what bounds coufine ? 

(Of riſing thought, O golden mine!) 
Mouitains, Alps, ſtreams, gulphu, oceansſet no bound, 

She (allies, till ſhe ſtrikes the /tar ; 

Expanding wide, and launching far 
As wind can fly, or rolling wave reſound. 


II. 


Small iſle! for Caeſars, for the ſon 
Of ove, who burſt from Macedon, 

For gorgepus Eaſtern: blazing o'er mankind, 
Then, when they call'd the world their own, 
Not equal fame from fable ſhone : 

They roſe to gods in half thy ſphere confin'd. 

3 
Here, no demand for fancy's wing; 
Plain truth's illuſtrious :_ as i ſing, 

O hear yon /pangled harp repeat my lay 

You. flarry lyre has caught the found, 
And ſpreads it to the planets round, 
Who beſt gan tell where ends. Britaznia's ſway, 


A 0 D E. 
IV. 

The ſkies (fair printed page) unfold 
The naval fame of heroes old! 
A in a mir or ſhew th' adventurom throng: 

The deeds of Grecian mariners 

Are read by gods, are writ in ſtars, 
And noble verſe that ſhall endure as long. 


V. 


The ſkees are records of the main, 
Thence, /rg0 liſtens to my ſtrain ; 
Chiron, for ſong renown'd, his noble rage 
For naval tame, and ſong renews, 

As Britain's fame he hears and views; 
Chiron, the Shovel of a former ape. 


VI. 
The wha/e-(for late I ſung his praĩſe) 
Pours grateful luſtre on my lays; 
How {miles * ion's friend with partial beams? 
Eridanus would flatter too, 
But jealoubes his ſmiles fubdue ; 
He fears a Britiſh rival in the Thames. 


VII. 
In pride the ſiom lifts his mane, 
To ſee his Britiſh brothers reign 
As ſtars below: the balance, George from thine, 
Which weighs the nations, learns to weigh 
More accurate the night and day ; 
From tby fair daughters Virgo learns to ſhine, 
The Dolphin, 
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VIII. 

Of Britain's court, ye leſſer lights! 

How could the wiſeman gaze whole nights 
On Richmond's eye or Berenice's hair? 

But, oh! you praftiſe ſhameſu i arts; 

Your own retain, ſeixe others hearts, 
Tir ates, not merchants, are the Briti/h fair. 1 


IX. 


This truth I ſwear by Cxnthia's beam. 

Pale queen! be fiu/h'd at Britair.'s fame; 
And rolling, tell the nations, —** O'er the main 

© To ſhare ber empire is thy pride. 

Hz, mighty power! who curbs the tide, 
Uncurbs, extends, throws wide Britanmg's reign. . 


X. 
What is the main, ve kings renown'd ? 
PBritannia's centre, and your bound: 
{-:Nlrian! where er Leviathan can roll, 
Is Britains home! and Britain's mine, 
Where'er the 1ipering ſun can ſhine ! 
Parts are for emperors ; for her the whole, 


XI. 
Why, Auſtrian ] wilt thou hover ſtill 
On doubtful wing, and want the (kill 
To fee thy welfare in the wor/d's? too late 
Another Chw chill thou may'ſt find, 
Another Churchill not ſo kind, 
Fund other Blenbeims big with otber fate. 


im, © D K. 
XII. 


Il! h ulα, remember ſt, ill do'ſt own, 
Who reſcu d an ungrateful throne ; 
Ill thou conſider ſt, that the kind are brave; 
Ill doſt thou weigh, that in time's womb 
A day may ſleep, a day of doom, 
As great to ruin as was that to ſave. 


XIII. 


How would'ſt thou ſmile to hear my ſtrain, 
Whoſe boaſted in/piration's vain? 

Yet what if my prediction ſhould prove true? 
Kuow'ſt thou the fatal pair, who ſhine 
O'er Britain's trading empire? thine 

As one rejected, what, if one ſuoJue ? 


XIV, 
* What naval ſcene adorns the ſeat 
Of awful Britain's bigh debate, 
Inſpires her councils, and records her pow': © 
The nations kgow, in glowing balls 
On ſiuking thrones the tempeſt falls, 
V hea her auguſt, aſſembled ſenates lour. 


RV. 
O language fit for thoughts ſo bo/d / 
Would Britain have her anger told ? 
Ah! never let a meaner language ſound, 
Than that which proſtrates human fouls, 
Thro' Heav'n's dark vault impetuous rul's, 
And nature rocks when angry ov? has frown'd- 


The Spaniſh armada in the houſe of Loi ds. 
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XVI. 
Not realms unbounded, not a food 
Of natives, not expence of blood, 
Or reach of counſel gives the world « lord; 
Trade calls him forth, and ſets him high, 
As mortal man o'er men can fly : 


Trad: leaves peer gleanings to the keeneſt ford. 


XVII. 
Nay, hers the ſword ! for fleet: have wings, 
Like light*ning fly to diſtant kings ; 
Like gods deſcend at once on trembling ſtates :- 
Is war proclaim'd ? our wars are hurl'd 
To fartheſt eonfines of the world, 
Surpriſe your ports, and thunder at your gates. 


XVIII. 
The king of tempeſts, Aeolus, 
Sends forth his pinie d people thius, 
On rapid errands :- as they fly they roar, 
And carry ſable clouds, and ſweep 
The land, the defart, and the deep ! 
Earth ſhakes! proud cities fall! and thrones adore! 


XIX. 
The fools of nature ever ſtrike 
On bare outfid:s ; and lothe or like 
As glitter bids ; in endleſs error vie ; 
Admire the purple and the crown : 
Of human welfare and renown, 


Trade's the big heart; bright empire, but their cyc. 


An O D E. 


XX. 
Whence Tartar grand! and Mogul great? 
Trade gilt their titles, powerd their ate ; 
While Afric's black, laſcivious, ſlothful breed, 
To claſp their ruin, fly from toil; 
That meaneſt product on their ſoil, 
Their people, fell; one half on t'other feed. 
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XXI. 
Of nature's wealth from commerce rent, 
Ffric's a glaring monument, 
Mid citron foreſts, and pomegranate groves, 
(Curs'd in a paradiſe!) ſhe pines; 
O'er generous glebes, o'er golden mines 
Her beggar d, famiſhd, tradeleſi native roves. 


XXII. 
Not ſo thine, China, blooming wide 
Thy numerous fleet might bridge the tid: ; 
Thy products would exhauſt both India's mines: 
Shut be that gate of trade! or woe 
To Britain's! * wrope twill o'erflow. — 
*Ungratefn ſong ! * ber growth inſpires thy lines. 
xxin. | 
Britain! to theſe, and ſuch as theſe, | 
The iner broad, and foaming ſeas 
Which ſever.lands to mortals 4% renown'd, 
Devoid of nava / {kill or might; 
Thoſe ſever'd parts of earth wnite : 
Trade's the full pulſe that ſends their vigour round. 
Coſſee. 
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; XXIV. 

Could, O could one exgrofſing hand 

The various ſtreams of trade command! 
That, like the ſun, would pazing nations awe; 

That awful pow'r the world would brave, 

Bold war, and empire proud, his ſlave; 
AMarnkind his ſubjects, and his wil their law. 


XXV. 


Haſt thou look d round the ſpacious earth ? 
From commerce, grandeur's humble birth : 


To GrorGE from Noah, empires living, dead, 


Their pride, their ſhame, their riſe, their fall, 


Time's whole plain chronicle, is all 
One bright encomium, undeſign d, on trade. 


XXVI. 


Trade ſprings from peace, and wealth from trade, 


And pow'r from wealth; of pow'r is made 
The god on earth: hail then the dove of peace / 


Whole olive ſpeaks the raging flood ʒTM 
Of war repreſs'd: what's loſs of B? 


War is the death of commerce and increaſe. 


X XVII. 


Then periſh war—detefted war / 

Shalt thou make gods? light Caeſar's ſtar ? 
What calls man foul ſo loud as 1075 has done, 

From N:m od's down to Buur bon's line? 

Why not adore too as divine, ' 


Wide-waſting Forms before the genial n? 


— 


. 
XXVIII. 


Peace is the merchant's ſummer clear! 
His haro:ft! harveſt ound the year! 
For peace with laurel every maſt be bound; 
Each deck carouſe, each flag ſtream out, 
Each cannon ſound, each /ati/or ſhout! 
For peace let every ſacred ſhip be crown'd! 


XXIX. 
Secred are ſhips, of birth divine! 
An angel drew the firlt deſigu; 
With which the “ patriarch nature's ruins bray'd; 
Two worlds aboard, an old and new, 
He ſafe o'er foaming billows flew : 
The gods made human race, a pilot ſav'd. 


XXX. 
How ſacred too the merchant's nam: 
+ When Britain blaz'd meridian fame, 
Fright ſhone the /word, but brighter trade gave law: 
Merchants in diſtant courts rever d, 


Where prouder ſtate/men ne er appear'd, 


Merchants ambaſſadors! and thrones in awe! 


XXXI. 


"Tis theirs to know the tides, the times ; 

The march of ſtars, the births of climes ; 
Summer and winter theirs, theirs /and and ſea; 

Theirs are the /eaſons, months and years; | 

And each a different garland wears: — 
O that my ſong could add eternity / 

* Noah. + In queen Elizabeth's reign. 
Vor. II. C c 


| 
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XXXII. 


Fraiſe is the ſacred oil that feeds 

The burning lamp of god · like deeds; 
Immortal glory pays illuſtrious cares: 

Whither, ye Britons! are ye bound? 

O noble voyage, glorious round / 
Launch from the Thames, and end among the //ars. 


XXXII. 


If to my ſubje roſe my ſoul, 

Your fame ſhould laſt while oceans roll: 
When other worlds in depths of time ſhall riſe, 

As we the Greeks of mighty name, 

May they Britannia's fleet proclaim, 
Look up, and read her ſtory in the ſkies, 


XXXIV. 
Te Syrens ſing! ye Tritons blow! 
Ye Nereids dance, ye bi/lows flow ! 
Roll to my meaſures, O ye ftarry throng! 
Ye wir:ds, in concert breathe around ! 
Ye navies, to the concert bound! 
From pole to pole! to Britain all belong. 


M O 8 R A Lo 
3 
Britain! thus bleſi d, thy bleſſing know; 
Or ii, in vain, the gods beſtow ; 
Its end fulfil, nean cheriſh, ſource adore: 
It is Sir Jſaac Newton's opinion, that the principal con 


ſtellations took their names from the Argorouts, to per- 
petuate that great action. 
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Vain ſwellings of thy ſoul repreſs; 
They molt may 4% who moſt poſſeſs ; 
Theu let blils awe, and tromble at thy ſtore: 


II. 
Nor be too fond of life at beſt, 
Her chearful, not -enamonr'd gueſt: 
Let thought fly forward ; twill gay proſpects give, 
Proſpects immortal! that deride 


A Tyrean wealth, a Perſian pride, 
And make it perfect fortitude to live. 


III. 
O for eternity] a ſcene: 
To fair adventwrers ſerene! 
O, on that /ea to deal in pure renown | 
Trafic with gods! what tranſports roll! 
What boundleſs import to the ſoul ! 
The poor man's empire and the ſubjects crown / 
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IV. 


Adore the gods, and plough the ſea: : 
Theſe be thy arts, O Britain! theſe. 
Let others pant for an immenſe command; 
Let others breathe war's fiery god : 
The proudeſt victor fears thy nod, 
Long as the trident fills thy glorious hand. 


V. 
Glorious, while heav'n-born freedom laſts; 
Which trade's ſoft ſpurious daughter blaſts; 
For what is ?57a77y ? a monſtrous birth 
Cc 2 
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From [xury, by brives carreſs'd, 
By glowing power in ſpades comprch d; 
Which ſtalks around, and chains the groaniug earth. 


T 
EU. 
I, 
Tl-ce, trade! I firſt, who boaſt no lore, 1 


Who owe thee nought, % ſnatch from ſhore, 
The ſhore of proſe, where thou haſt ſlumber'd long: 
And fend thy flag triumphant down 
The tide of time to fure renown ; 
O bleſs my country! and thou pay'it my ſong. 


IT. 


Thou art the Br iton's nobleft theme; 
Wöby, then, urſung? my ſimpla aim 
To diess plain ſenſe, and fire the generous 67.9, 
Not ſport imaginations vain; 
But lift with yon ® etherial train 
The fkining ii, to ſerve the fullic good. 


III. 
+ Of antient art, and antient pro'fe, 
The /prings are open'd in my lays : 
Cl, mpic beroes phoſts around me throng, 
And think their glory ſung anew; 
Till chiefs of equa/ fame they view ; 
Nor grudpe to Brite bold their Theban ſong. 


* The ſtars, 
— Tibi res antiquae laudis, et artis 
Ingredior, fanctos auſus recludere ſontcs; 2 
Aicr.cumgue cano Romana pe: Oppida carmen. VI IS. 


+: 0 


ls 
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Iv. 


Not Pindar's theme with mine compares; 
As far ſurpaſt as z/efr/ cares 

Trar.ſcend diverſion light, and glory vain: 
The wreath fantaltic, ſhouting throng, 
And panting ſteed to him belong, 

The charioteer's, not empire's golden rein. 


V. 
Nor, Chandos thou the muſe dcfjile 
That :»07/4 to glowing Vetus riſe, 
(Such Pir4r's breaſt) thou Theron of our lim: 
Seldom to man the gods impart 
A Pindar's head, or There's heart. 
Ia life or ſong, how rare the true /::5/7:12 # 


Vi. 
None Britt/h-50rn, wiil ſure dildaig 
This new, bold, moral, patriot (train, 

Tho' not with genus, with ſome virtue crown't 
(How vain the muſe!) the /ay may laſt, 
Thus twin'd around the Britiſh malt, 

The Britiſi maſt with nobler laurels bound! 


VII. 
Weak ivy curls round naval cat, 
And {miles at wind and ſtorms unbroke; 

By ſtrength not hers ſublime: thus, proud to Har, 
To Britain's grandeur cleaves my {tran ; 
And lives and echoes thro” the plain, 

While o'er the S e⁰e -rita:n's thunders roz7, 

Cc 3 
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VIII. 
Be dumb, ye groveling ſons of verſe, 
Who ſing not actions but reh-ar/e, 
And foo/ the muſe with impotent deſire; 
Ye ſacrilegious! who preſume, 
To tarniſh Britzjn's naval bloom, 
Sing Britain's fame, with all her hero's fire. 


C 8. 0K U $3, 


Ye Syrens ling ! ye Tritons blow! 
Ye Nereids dance! ye bi/lows flow! 
Roll to my meaſures, O ye ſtarry throng ! 
Ye winds in concert breathe around! 
Ye navies to the concert bound 
From pole to pole! to Britain all belong; 


Britain to beax'n; from heaven d:ſcends my ſong. 


0 
k 
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SOME THOUGHTS 


OCCASIONED BY THE 


PRESENT JUNCTUREF. 


TRNICRIBDBED I0THE 


DUKE 03 NEWCASTLE. 


Herr? S/ immortal in far more than fame! 
Be thou illuſtrious in far more than pow'r. 

Great things are ſmall, when greater rile to view. 
Thoꝰ ſtation'd high, and preſs d with public cares, 
Diſdzin not to peruſe my ſerious ſong ; 
Which, peradventure, may puſh by the world ; 
Of a few moments rob Zritanna's weal ; 
And leave Europa's counſels leſs mature: 
For thou art noble, and the theme is great. 

Nor ſhall, or Europe, or Britannia, blame 
Thive abſent ear ; but gain by the delay. 
Long vers'd in ſenates and in cabinets, 
State's intricate demands and high debates ! 
As thou of uſe to tho/e, ſo this to thee : 
And in a point that empire far outweighs, 
That far outweighs all Europe's thrones in one. 
Let greatneſs prove its title to be preat. 
"Tis pow'r's ſupreme prerogative, to ſtamp 
On others minds, an image of its own. 


Meaning the late rebcllion in 1745. 
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Bend the ſtrong influence of high place, to ſtem 
The ſtream, that ſweeps away the country's weal ; 
The Stygean ſtream, the torrent of our guilt. 

Far as thou mayſt. give life to Virtue's cauſe ; . 
Let not the ties of perſoual regard 

Betray the nation's truſts to feeble hands. 

Let not fomented flames of private pique 

Prey on the vitals of the public good. 

Let not our ſtreets with blaſphemies reſound; 
Nor lewdnelſs whiſper where the laws can reach. 
Let not beſt laws, the wi/d4c of our ſires, 

Turn ſatires on their ſunk degenerate ſons, 

The baſtards of their blood! and ſerve no point, 
But, with more einphaſis, to call them foi. 

Let not our rank enormities unhinge 

Britannia's welfare from Divixe ſupport. 

Such deeds the miniſter, the prince, adorn : 
No pow'r is ſhown but in ſuch deeds as theſe: 
All, al! is impotence, but acting right; 

And where's the ſtateſman but would ſhew hispow'r ? 
To prince and people thou of equal zeal ! 

Be it henceforward but thy ſecond care, 

To prace the country, and ſupport the throne; 
Tho! this ſupported, that adorn'd, fo well. 

A throne ſuperior our firſt homage claims; 

To Caeſar's CaEsAR our firſt tribute due: 

A tribute which, unpaid, makes ſpecious wrong, 
And ſplendid ſacrilege, of all beſide ; 

Nluſtrious follows; we muſt, firſt, be juſt; 

And what ſo juſt, as awe for the Sur RRE? 
Leſs fear we ragged ruffians ot the north, 

Than Virtue's well clad rebels, nearer home; 
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L:/:, Leyola's diſguis'd, all-aping ſons, 
Than traitors lurking in our appetites ; 
L.:/s, all the legions Seine, and 7 agus, ſend, 
Than unrein'd paſſions ruſhing on our peace: 
Yon ſavage mountaineers are tame. to theſe. 
Apainſt the rioters, ſend forth the laws, 
And break to Keaſon's yoke their wild careers. 

PxCDEXCE, for a// things, points the pr oper hour, 
Tho" ſome ſeem more importunate, and great. 
Tho' Britain's gen'rous views and int'reſts ſpread 
Beyond the narrow circle of her ſhores, | 
And their grand entries make on diſtant lands; 
Tho' BarTain's genius the wide waves beſtrides, 
And, like a vaſt Coloſſus, tow'ring ſtands 
With one foot planted on the continent; 
Yetbe not wholly wrapp'd in public cares. 
Tho' ſuch high cares ſhould call, as call'd of late, 
The cauſe cf kings and emperors adjourn ; 
And Europe's /:ttle balance drop a while; 
For greater, drop it: ponder, and adjuſt, 
The rival intereſts, and contending claims, 
Of li- and death, of vow and of for-cver ; 
©ublimeſt theme! and needful, as ſublime. ' 
1 hus great £/iza's oracles renown'd, 
Tuus lWalſirgham, and Raleigh, (Britain's boaſts!) 
Thus every ſtateſman, thought, that eveg—4y'd. 
There's inſpiration in a fable hour ; 
And death's approach makes politicians wiſe. 
When, thunderſtruck, that eagle Wol/zy fell; 

When royal favour, as an ebbing ſea, 
Like a leviathan, his grandeur left, 
His gaſping grandeur ! naked on the ſtrand; 
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Naked of human, doubtful of divine 

Aſſiſtance; no more wallow ing in luis wealth; 

Spouting proud foams of infolence no more: 

On what, then, ſmote his heart, uncardinal d, 

And ſunk beneath the level of a man? 

Ox the grand article, the ſum of things! 

The point of the firſt magnitude? that point, 

Tubes, mounted in a court, but rarely reach. 

Some painted cloud ſtill intercepts their ſight. 

Firſt, right to judge; then chuſe ; then perſevere, 

Stedfaſt, as if a crown or miſtre/7 call'd ;— 

Theſe, theſe are politics will ſtand the teſt, 

Il ben finer politics their maſters ſting ; 

And ſtateſmen fain would ſhrink to common men. 

Theſe, theſe are polities will anſwer, now, | 

(When common men wouldfain to ſtateſmen ſwell), 

Beyond a /Machiave!'s or Tencin's ſcheme. 

All ſafety reſts on hanef counſels: theſe 

Immortalize the ſtateſman, bleſs the ſtate, 

Make the prince triumph, and the people ſmile; 

In peace; rever'd; or terrible in arms, 

Cloſe-leagu'd with an invincible ally; 

Which honeſt counſels never fail to fix 

Ih favour of an unabandon'd land; 

A land—that farts at ſuch a land as thi-. 

A parliament, /o principled, will fink 

All ancient ſchools of empire in difgrace ; 

And Britain's glory, riſing from the dead, 

Will fill the world, loud Fame's ſuperior ſong. 
Britain that word pronounc'd, is an alarm: 

It warms the blood, tho? frozen in our veins; | 

Awakes the foul, and ſends her to the field, 
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Enamour'd of the glorious face of death. 
Britain there's noble magic in the ſound. 
O what illuſtrious images arile ? 
Embattled, round me, blaze the pomps of war. 
By fea, by land, at home, in foreign climes, 
What full blown laurels, on our fathers brows ? 
Ye radiant trophies ! and imperial ſpoils! 
Ye ſcenes !—aſtoniſhing to modern fight! 
Let me, at leaſt, enjoy you in a dream. 
Why vaniſh ? Stay; ye godlike ſtrangers! ſtay. 
Strangers! Iron my countrymen. They wake; 
High beats the pulſe; the noble pulſe of war 
Beats to that ancient meſure, that grand march, 
Which then prevail'd, when Britain higheſt ſoar u, 
And ev'ry battle paid tor heroes ſlain. 
No more our great forefathers ſtain our cheeks 
With bluſhes; their renown, our ſhame, no more. 
In military garb, and ſudden arms, 
Up ſtarts Or Britain; crofiers are laid by; 
Trade wields the ſword ; and Aericultrre leaves 
Her half turn'd furrow : other harveſts fire 
A nobler avarice, avarice of renown ! 
And lanreli are the growth of every field. 
In diſtant courts is our commotion felt; 
And, leſs like gods, fit monarchs on their throne, 
What arm can want, or ſine xs, or ſucces, 
Which, lifted from an honeſt heart, deſcends 
With all the weight of Britiſh wrath, to cleave 
The Papal mitre, or the Calle chain, 
At every ſtroke; and ſave a finking land? 

Or death or victory muſt be reſolv'd ; 
To dream of mercy, O how tame ! how mad! 
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Where, o'er black deeds, the crucifix diſplay d, 
Fools think Wleav'n purchas'd by the blood they 
ſhed ; 

By giving, not ſupporting, pains and death! 

Nor ſimple death! where they the greateſt ſaints, 

Who moſt ſubdue all tende: neſs of heart; 

Students in to. ture] where, in zeal to him, 

Whoſe darling title is The Prince of Peace, 

The beſt turn ruthleſs butchers for our ſakes ; 

To {ave us in a world, they recommend, 

And yet forbear ; themſelves with earth content; 

What modelity ? Such virtues Rome adorn ! 

And chiefly thoſe who Rome firit honours wear, 

Whoſe name from Jeſus, and whoſe arts from hell. 

And ſhall a Pope-bred princeling crawl aſhore, 

Replete with venom, guiltleſs of a ſting, 

And whiltlecut-throats, with thoſe ſwords that ſ:rap'd 

Their barren rocks for wretched ſuſtenance, 

| To cut his paſſage to the Britiſh throne! 

| One that has ſuck'd in malice with his milk, 

| Malice to Britain, Liberty, and Truth 

Leſs ſavage was his brotber-robber's nurſe, 

The bowling nurſe of plundering & emu. | 

| Ere yet, far worſe than Pagan harbour d there, 

Hail to the brave! Be Britain BRITAIx ſtill: 
Britain ! high favour'd of indulgent Heaven! 

| | Nature's anointed empreſs of the deep! 

| The nurſe of merchants, who can purchaſe crowns! 

| Supreme in commerce! that exuberant ſource 

| Of wealth, the nerve of war; of wealth, the blood, 

The circling current in a nation's veins, 


. To ſet high bloom on the fair face of Peace! 
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This, once, ſo celebrated ſeat of power, 
From which e/cap'd, the mighty Caeſar triumph d! 
Of Gallic lilies, this eternal blaſt ! 
This terror of armadas ! this true bolt 
Ethereal-temper'd, to repreſs the vain, 
Salmonean thunders from the papal chair 
This /ma/[iſle,wide-realm'dmonarchseye with awe! 
Which ſays, to their ambition's foaming waves, 
« Thus far, nor farther.” Let her hold in life 
Nought dear, disjoin'd from freedom, and renown g 
Renown, our anceſtors preat legacy, 
To be tranſmitted to their lateſt ſons. - 
By thoughts inglorious, and un -ritiſh deeds, 
Their cancell'd ui is impioufly profan'd ; 
Inhumanly diſturb'd their ſacred du/?. 

Their ſacred duſt with recent laurels crown, 
By your own valour won. This ſacred iſle, 
Cut from the continent, that world of ſlaves ; 
This temple built by Heaven's peculiar care, 
In a receſs from the contagious world, 
With ocean pour'd around it ſor its guard, 
And dedicated, long, to Liberty, 
That health, that ſtrength, that bloom of civil life 
This temple of ſtill more divine; of faith 
Sifted from errors, purify'd by flames, 
Like gold, to take anew Truth's heavenly ſtamp, 
And (riſing both in luſtre and in weight) | 
With her % Maſter's unmaim'd image ſhine ; 
Why ſhould ſhe longer droop ? why longer act 
As an accomplice with the plots of Rome: 
Why longer lend an edge to Bourbon's (word ; 
And give him leave, among his daſtard treops, 
Vor. U. ST BS | 
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To muſter that ſtrong ſuccour, Al 81oxn's CRIMES; 
Send his felf-impotent ambition aid, 

And crown the conqueſt of her fierceſt foes ? 

| Where are her foes moſt fatal? Bluſhing Truth, 
e In her friends vices” ——with a ſigh replies. 
Empire, on Vi tue's rock unſhaken ſtands; 
Flux, as the billows, when in vice diſſol vd. 

If Heav'n reclaims us by the ſcourpe of war, 
What thanks are due to Paris and Madrid? 
Would they a reve/aution Aid their aim; 
But be the revolution—in our hearts / 


Wouldſt thou {whoſe hand is at the helm) the bark, 


The ſhaken bark of Britain, ſhould out · ride 
The pre/ent blaſt, and ev ry future ſtorm ? 
Give it that balaſt, which alone has weight 
"ith HIM, whom wind, and waves, and war, obey. 
Perſiſt. Are others ſubtile ? thou be wiſe : 
Above the Florentine's, court-ſcience raile ; 
Stand forth a patriot of the moral world; 
The pattern, and the patron, of the juſt. 
Thus ſtrengthen Britain's military ſtrength ; 
Give its own terror to the ſword ſhe draws. 
Aſk you, What mean I?” The moſt obvious 
truth; 
Armies and fleets alone ne er won the day. 
When our proud arms are once diſarm'd ; diſarm'd 
Of aid from HIM, by whom the mighty fall; 
Of aid from HIM, by whom the feeble ſtand; 
Who takes away the keeneſt edge of battle, 
Or gives the ſword commiſhon to deſtroy ; 
Who blaſts, or bids the martial /aure/ bloom ;— 
Emaſculated, then, moſt manly might; 
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Or, tho? the might remains, it nought avails : 
Then wither'd weakneſs foils the finewy arm 
Of man's meridian and high-hearted power: 

Our naval thunders, and our tented fields 

With travell'd banners fanning ſouthern climes, 

What do they? This; and more what can they do? 

When heap'd the meaſure of a kingdom's crimes, 

The prince moſt dauntleſs, the firſt plume of war; 

By ſuch bold inroads into foreign lands, 

Such elongation of our armaments, 

But ſtretches out the guilty nation's neck; 

While Heav'n commands her executioner, 

Some leſs ab2ndon'd nation, to diſcharge 

Her full-ripe vengeance in a final blow ; 

And tell the world, © Not ſtrong is human ſtrength ; 

*« And that the proudeſt empire holds of Heav'n.“ 
O BRITAINS! often reſcu'd, often crown'd, 

Beyond thy merit, or moſt ſanguine hopes, 

With all that's great in war, or ſweet in peace / 

Know from what ſource thy ſignal bleſſings flow. 

Tho! blef'd with ſpirits ardent in the field, 

Tho' cover'd various 6ceans with thy fleets, 

Tho' fenc'd with rocks, and moated by the maia, 

Thy truſt repoſe in a far ſtronger guard; 

In HIM, who thee, tho" nated, could defend; 
Tho' weak, could ſirengthen; ruin d, could reflore. 
How oft, to tell what arm defends thine iſle, 

To guard her welfare, and yet check her pride, 
Have the winds ſnatch'd the victory from war? 

Or, rather, won the day, when war deſpair'd ? 

How oft has providential ſuccour aw'd, 

Aw'd, while it bleſs'd us, conſcious of our guilt ? 
Dd 2 
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Struck dead al confidence in human aid, 
And, while we trizmph'd, made us tremble too? 
Well may we tremble now. what manners reign ? 
But wherefore aſk we, when a true reply | 
Would ſhock too much? Kind Heav'n, avert events, 
Whoſe fatal nature might reply too plain! 
Heav'n's half-bare'd arm of vengeance has been wav'd 
In zerthern ſkies, and pointed to the ſouth. 
Vengeance delay'd, but gathers, and ferments ; 
More formidably blackens in the wind ; 
Brews deeper draughts of unreienting wrath, 
And higher charges the ſuſpended ſtorm. 
«© That public ice portends a public fal! 
Is this conjeRure of advent rous thought? 
Or pious coward's pulpit-cuſhion'd dream? 
Far from it. Thiz is certain; this is fate. 
What ſays Experience, in her awful chair 
Of ages, ber authentic annals ſpread 
Around her? What ſays Reaſon eagle · ey d! 
Nay, what ſays Common Senſe, with common care 
Weighing events, and cauſes, in her ſcale ? 
All give one vert ; one deciſion fign ; 
And this the ſentence, De/phes could not mend: 
« Whatever ſecondary props may riſe 
© From politics, to build the public peace, 
*« The baſis is, the manners of the land. 
« When rotten theſe, the politician's wiles 
But ſtruggle with deſtruction; as a child 
„With giazts huge; or giants with a Jove, 
*4 The ſtateſman's arts to conjure up a peace, 
Or military phantoms, void of force, 
(+ But (care away the vullures for an hour; 
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& The ſcent cadaverous (for oh ! how rank 
« The ſtench of ?) ſoon lures them back; 
On the proud flutter of a Gallic wing 
« Soon they return ; /cor make their full deſcent ; 
« Soon glut their rage, and riot in our ruin; 
«© Their idols grac'd, and gorgeous with our ſpoiis; 
*« Of univerſal empire ſure prelape ? 
“Till zow repell d by ſeas of Brit iſh blood.” 

And whence the manners of the multitude? 
The colour of their manne 3, black, or fair, 
Falls from above; from the complection fails 
Of ſtate OruELLos, or white-men in power: 
And from the greater beight example falls, 
Greater the weight, and deeper its imprels 
In ranks iaferior, paſſive to the broke 
From the court - mat, of hearts the current coin. 
The pulpit preſes, but the pat: ern dy ve 
What bonds then, bonds how manifold, and ſtrong 
To duty, double duty, tie the great? 
And are there SAMSONS that can burſt them all? 
Yes; and preat minds that ſtand in need of none; 
Whoſe pulſe beats virtue, and whoſe pen'rous blood 
Aids mental motives, to puſh on revown, 
In emulation of their glorious fires, 
From whom rolls da en the conſecrated ſtream. 

Some ſaw good ſeed in the glad people's hearts; 
S:me curſed tares, like Satan in the text: 
This makes a foe moſt fatal to the ſtate ; 
A foe, who (like a wizard in his cell) 
In his dark cabinet of crooked ſchemes, 
Reſemb . ing Cuma's gloomy grot, the forg- 
Of boaſted oracles, and real lies, 
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(Aided, perhaps, by ſecond-ſighted Scots, 

French Magi, relics riding poſt from Rome, 

A Gethic hero ® riſing from the dead, 

And changing for ſpruce plaid his dirty ſhroud, 
With ſuccour, /uitable, from lewer /lill;) 

A foe, who, theſe concurring to the charm, 
Excites thoſe ſtorms that ſhall o'erturn the ſtate ; 
Rend vp her ancieat honours by the root, 

And lay the boaſt of ages, the rever'd 

Of nations, the dear-bought, with ſumleſs wealtt, 
And blood illuſtrious. (ſpite of her La Hogues, 
Her Crefſ#s, and her Blenheims), in the duſt. 

How mult this ſtrike a horror thro” the breaſt, 
Thro? ev*ry gen'rous breaſt, where honour reigns? 
Thro' ev'ry breaſt where h9zowr claims a ſhare ! 
Yes, and thro' ev'ry breaſt of honor void ? 

This thought might animate the-dregs of men ; 
Ferment them into ſpirit ; give them fire 

To fight the cauſe, the black, opprobrious cauſe, 
Foul core of all! corruption at our hearts. 

What wreck of empire has the ſtream of time 
Swept, with their vices, from the mountain-height 
Of grandeur deify'd by half mankind, 

To dark Cblivion's melancholy lake, 

Or flagrant Infamy's eternal brand? 

Thoſe zames, at which ſurrounding nations ſhook, 
Thoſe names ador'd; a nuiſance ] or, forgot! 
Nor this the caprice of a doubtful dye; 

But Nature's eourſe; no fingle chance againſt it. 

For know, my Lord! *tis writ in adamant: 


® The invader aTcQs the chatacter of Charles. XII. 
of Sweden. i 
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'Tis fix'd, as is the baſis of the world, 

Whoſe kingdoms ſtand, or fall, by the decree. 
What ſaw theſeeyes, ſurpris'd ?-- Yet why ſurpris'd?—- 
For aid divine the criſis ſeem'd to call; 

And how divine was the monition given! 

As late, I walk'd the night in troubled thought, 
My peace diſturb'd by rumours from the north; 
While thunder, o'er my head. portentous, roll'd; 
As giving ſignal of ſome ſtrange event; 

And Ocean groan'd beneath fur her he lov'd, 
ALB10x the fair! ſo long his empire's queen, 
Whole reign is, ao, conteſted by her foes ; 

On her white cliffs (a tablet broad and bright, 
Strongly reflecting the pale lunar ray ;) 

By Fate's own iron pen, I ſaw it writ, 

And thus the title ran: 


The SrArSSMAR ' CREED. 


“ Ye ſtates! and empires: nor of empires leaſt, 
1 Tho' leaſt in ſize, hear, Bx1TAiN! thou whoſe lot, 
« Whole final lot is in the balance laid! 
« Irre/olutcly play the doubttul ſcales, 
«« Nor know'it thou which will win.—Know, then, 
« from me. 
« As govern'd well, or ili, ſtates. fink, or riſe: 
« State-miniſters, as zpright, or corrupt, 
Are balm, or poiſon, in a nation's veins; 
« Health, or diſtemper; haſten, or retard, 
«© The period of her pride, her day of doom: 
„And tho', for reaſons obviou: to the wiſe, 
« Juſt PROVIDENCE deals otherwiſe with men; 
Let believe, Bx1TONS! nor 102 Gat believe, 


— 
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25 - ca TY Rs IE 


320 SOME THOUGHTS oz: 
„ *Tis fix'd ! by Fate, irrevocably fix d! 


© VIRTUE, AND VICE, ARE EMPIRE'S LIFE AND 


« DEATH." 


Thus it is written. Heard you not a groan ? 
Is Bara on her.deathbed?—Noz that groan 
Was utter'd by ber foes. —But ſoon the ſcale, 

If this divine monition is deſpis'd, 

May turn againſt us. Read it, ye who rule! 
With rev'rence, read; with ſtedtaſtneſa, believe; 
With courage, act, as ſuch belief inſpires : 

Then ſhall your glory ſtand like Fat?'s decree ; 
Then ſhall your names in adamant be writ, 

In records that defy the tooth of Time: 

By nations ſav d, reſounding your applauſe. 

While deep beneath your monument's proud baſe, 

In black Obl:wion's kennel, ſhall be trod, 

Their execrable. names, who, high in po ver, 

And deep in guilt, moſt ominouſly ſhine, 

(The meteors of the ſtate!) give Vice her head, 
To licence lewd let looſe the public rein; 

Quench ev'ry ſpark of con/cience in the land, 


And triumph in the pro fligate s applauſe: 


Or who to the firſt bidd - r ſell their ſouls; 

Their country ſel], ſell all their fathers bought, 
With funds exbauſted, and exhauſted veins, 

To daemoens, by his Holineſs oxDAIN'D 

To propagate the goſpel——penn'd at Rowe; | 
Haid through the world. by conſecrated bulls; 
And how illuſtrated ?——by Smithfieid flames: 
Who plunge (but not like Curtius) down the gulf, 
Down narrow-minded Se/f 's voracious gulf, 
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Which gapes, and ſwallows all they /wore to ſave; 
Hate all, that lifted heroes into pods, 
And hug the horrors of a victor's chain: 
Of Bodies politic that deſtin d hell, 
Iuflicted here, ſince here their beings end; 
That vengeance, ſoon or late ordain'd to fall, 
And fall from foes deteſled and deſpis'd, 
On diſbelie ver. of the Stateſman's creed. 
Note, here, my Lord! (unnoted yet it lies 
By maſt, or all), theſe truths political 
Serve more than public ends: this creed of ſtates 
Seconds, and, irreſiſtibly, ſupports, 
The Chriſlian creed. Are you ſurpris'd ?—Atterd, 
And on the Stateſman's build a nobler name. 
This puntiual juſiice exercis'd on ſtates, 
Wich which authentic chronicle abounds, 
As all men how, and therefore usr believe; 
T hi. vengeance pour'd on nations ripe in guilt, 
Pour'd on them here, where only they exiſt; 
Wbat is it, but an argument of /enſe, 
Or, rather, d:onſiration, to ſupport 
Our feeble faith—* That chey who ſtates compoſe, 
That men, who ſtand not bounded by the grave, 
« Shall meet lite meaſure at their proper hour?“ 
For God in equal ; ſimilarly deals 
With ſtates, and perſons; or he were not God; 
Which means, a rectit ude immutable, 
A patron ſure of uuiverſal right. 
What, then, ſhall reſcue an abandon'd man ? 
Nothing, it is reply'd. Reply'd, by whom? 
Reply'd by politicians, well as prieſts: 
Writ ſacred ſet aſide, mankind's ews writ, 
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The whole world's annals! theſe pronounce his 


doom. . 

Thus (what might ſeem a daring paradox) 
Ev'n politics advance divinity > 
True maſters there, are better ſcholars here. 
Who travel hiſtory, in queſt of ſchemes 
To govern nations, or (perhaps) oppre/5, 
May there ſtart truths that other aims inſpire ; 
And, like Candace's eunuch, as they read, 
By providence, turn Chriſtian on their read: 
Digging for fi/ver, they may ſtrike on gold; 
May be ſurpris d with better than they ſought, 
And entertain an angel unawares. 
Nor is divinity ungratefu l found. 
As politics advance divenity ; 
Thus, in return, divinity promotes 
True politics, and crowns the ſtateſman's praiſe, 
Al wiſdom are but branches of the chief, 
And ſtateſmen ſound but ſhoots of honeſ! men. 
Are this world's witchcrafts pleaded, in excuſe 
For deviations in our moral line? 
Fhis, and the next world, view'd with ſuch an eye 
As ſuits aſtateſman, ſuch as keeps in view 
His ows exalted ſcience, both conſpire 
To recommend, and fix us in, the right. 
If we regard the politics of heaven, 
The grand adminiſtration of the whole, 
What's the next world? 4 ſupplement of this. 
Without it, Juſtice is defective here; 
Juſt as to ſtates, defeRtive as to men: 
If fo, what is chi world? (As ſure as right 
Sits iv heav'n's throne),” a prophet of the ve. 
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Prize you the prophet ? then believe him too; 
His prophecy more precious than his ſmile. 
How comes it then to paſs, with moſt on earth, 
That this ſhould charm us, that ſhould diſcompeſe? 
Long as the ſtateſman finds this caſe his n, 
So long his politics are uncomplete : 
In danger, he; nor is the nation ſafe ; 
But ſoon muſt rue his inauſpicious power. 
What hence reſults? A truth that ſhould reſound 
For ever awful in BxITAaNnN1a's ear: 
cc Religion crowns the ſfat:/man, and the man: 
“Sole ſource of public, and of private peace.” 
This truth all men muſt own ; and therefore will 
And praiſe, and preach it too:—and, when that's 
done, 
Their compliment is paid, and tis forgot. 
What highland pole-axe half ſo deep can wound: 
But how dare I, ſo mean, preſume ſo far? 
Aſſume my ſeat in tor's chair ? 
Pronounce, predict, (as if indeed inſpir d). 
Promulge my cenſures, lay out all my throat, 
Till hoarſe in clamour on enormous crimes ? 
Two mighty columns riſe in my ſapport ; 
In their more awful and authentic voice, 
REcoRD profane, and ſacred, drown the muſe, 
Tho' loud; and far out-threat her threat ning ſong. 
Still farther, Hol TES! ſuffer me to plead, 
That I ſpeak freely, as I ſpeak to thee. 
Guilt only ſtartles at the name of puilt; 
And Truth, plain Truth, is welcome to the wi/e. 
Thus, wbat ſeem'd y preſumption, is thy praiſe. 
Praiſe, and immortal praile, is Virtue's claim ; 
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And Virtue's ſphere is action: yet we grant 
Some merit to the trumpet's loud alarm, 
Whoſe clangour kindles cowards into men. 
Nor ſhall the pere, perhaps, be quite forgot, 
Which talks of immortality ; and bids, 
In ev'ry Britiſh breaſt True glory riſe, 
As, now, the warbling /ark awakes the morn. 
To cloſe, my Lord! with that which all ſnhould 
cloſe, 
And all begin, ado cre tan, | 
Tho' ro war wak'd us, no black tempeſt frown'd :— 
The morning riſes gay; yet gayeſt morn 
Leſs glorious, after night's incumbent ſhades ; 
Leſs glorious far, bright Nature, rich-array'd 
With golden robes, in all the pomp of noon, 
Than the firſt feeble dawn of Mora day: 
Sole day (let thoſe, whom ſtateſmen ſerve, attend), 
Tho! the ſun ripens diamonds for their crowns, 
Sole day, worth his regard, whom Heav'n ordains, 
Undarken'd, to behold noon: dark; and date, 
From the ſun's death, and ev'ry planet's fall, 
His all- illuſtrious and eternal year; 
Where ſlateſmen, and their monarchs, (names of awe 
And diſtance here!) ſhall rank with common men 
Yet own their glory never dawn'd before. 
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